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Prologue
Horizons Goes Hollywood
Welcome to the 29 Annual Spring Edition of
Horizons.
th

Within these pages live some of the most
exemplary works of Sacred Heart students.
The stars – writers, photographers, and artists
– dedicate time, passion, and energy to their
projects and we acknowledge and honor their
hard work with distinguished awards.
Ranging from “The Best Foreign Films” to the
“Best Awards for Romance,” this edition of
Horizons has it all.
Welcome to Horizons Goes Hollywood.
Enjoy.
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BEST DRAMAS/Life
RAMAS/Life

A Cold Train
Sybil Gelin
As the doors opened, a tall, stout man entered carrying five items: a saxophone, an
enormous black book, two full balls of red yarn, and a bright-yellow hard hat. His
occupation was unclear, which both flummoxed and intrigued me. He also looked
purposeful, but not in an overbearing or haughty sort of way. After pacing the train
aisle in search of a spot to place himself and his things, the tall, stout man settled on
a seat directly across from me. I was determined to speak to him. As the train pulled
into 42nd street, I stared at him intently, hoping his eyes would meet mine. But they
never did. And we never spoke. He got up and exited the train, failing to notice that
he had left his things.

Apples and Peanut Butter
Mikaela Marbot
Whenever I think of sliced apples and peanut butter a smile spreads across my face.
Instantly I’m transported to a bright kitchen hidden within my memories. A rustic twoperson table rests just inside the door, right next to the green shuttered windows with rickety
white wooden frames. The floor is tiled and feels warm in the sun as I slip my shoes off and
look down at the table appreciatively. In the middle I see my treat—sliced apples with
peanut butter. But before I go to my seat to enjoy the tasty snack I wrap myself into my
Nannie’s embrace and breathe in her fresh, flowery scent. She kisses my messy hair and
squeezes me tight before sitting me down at the table and asking about my day.
The first bite of fresh apple is always the best. The tip of the slice is topped with
creamy peanut butter and the juicy sweetness is refreshing after a long day of school. I can
almost taste it now, the sticky apple juices slipping down my chin as peanut butter smears
across my top lip. My Nannie smiles at my disheveled appearance before going to the sink to
run a washcloth under warm water to clean me up.
I’m eight years old and right now the most important things in my world are right
here with me: my Nannie and my apples and peanut butter.
But soon my life would change.
It all started on a typical day with my usual routine. I bounded into the kitchen, gave
my Nannie a hug, and told her about my day as I ate my apples and peanut butter. But then
it all went wrong.
I don’t remember how it happened but somehow we started arguing in the living
room. Maybe it was about the TV, maybe it was about homework—I’ll never truly know—
but that argument was the last one I ever had with my Nannie. It probably started because I
was being a snotty pre-teen who was full of herself, but soon enough I was running through
the living and dining rooms trying to dodge my Nannie’s swift hand. She was trying to catch
me to put me in “time-out” but I thought that my youthfulness was no match for her aging
body.
The awful thing is that I was right.
I was youthful, full of spirit, and troublesome. I could run through the house and
weave through the chairs and furniture with no problem.
My Nannie was in her eighties and although she was in good health her body was
aging and frail. She never should have been chasing me.
I should have behaved.
But before I knew it I was diving on the couch and my Nannie was stumbling into
the corner of the mahogany coffee table in the living room. Soon she was on the ground
with a tear in her eye and I was suddenly a perfect granddaughter rushing to her side.
I helped her up and to her chair and apologized a million times.
The most painful memory of that day is the fact that my Nannie smiled at me and
accepted my apology. She told me I should learn from her fall and realize that I needed to
behave because she wasn’t as quick on her feet as she used to be. She kept a straight face the
entire time. The rest of the afternoon passed with us watching TV and by the time my father
arrived to pick me up my young mind had completely forgotten about the pain that haunted
my grandmother. I thought she was fine. After all, how many times had I fallen and then
bounced back up?

But when the phone at my house rang a few hours later I realized that my Nannie
was not a young girl who could just bounce back up on her feet. She hadn’t moved in hours;
she couldn’t get out of her chair by herself and get to bed. She was trapped. And it was all
my fault.
My parents immediately rushed up to help her and she told them that she had fallen,
dragged herself to her chair, and couldn’t move. She never told them it was because of me.
She kept my secret.
The secret that still haunts me to this day.
When my Nannie fell she broke three ribs. Because of her age she never returned
home and she never fully recovered. Eight years later she died in a nursing home. She no
longer remembered me. A framed photo of the little girl she helped grow up sat on her
bedside table the entire time she was in the nursing home. I hope she remembered that little
girl. I hope she remembered the good times and the joy she brought me by slicing apples
and peanut butter every day.
It’s been a year and a half since I lost my Nannie and I still think about her
constantly. I’ll never forgive myself for being a snotty little brat, but each day that passes
takes more of the hurt away. Whenever I see someone eating apples and peanut butter my
mind races back to the comfort of her kitchen and the warmth of her embrace. Sadly, the
kitchen no longer exists and my Nannie’s embrace will never protect me again. I’ll never step
into her house or pull into her driveway and see her waving out the window.
And I’ll never be able to stomach the idea of eating apples with peanut butter ever
again.

Fame
Sasha Caldwell

Fake
Average people
Moving through life
Engrossed in themselves

Jacques
Sasha Caldwell
Lights come up on a bedroom. There is a bed piled with coats, scarfs, and backpacks; a
small nightstand; a dresser.
Party noise and music is heard off stage.
Jacques enters through a door; closes and locks the door. Then sighs heavily.
Sliding down the door, with his hands buried in his face, a young male high school
student begins to have an anxiety attack. Lights come up on a bedroom. There is a bed
piled with coats, scarfs, and backpacks; a small nightstand; a dresser. Party noise and
music is heard off stage. Your character enters through a door; closes and locks the
door. Then sighs heavily.)
What the hell is everyone doing here! They don't understand—no one
understands. Isn't high school supposed to be the time of your life?

(Laughing.) YEAH RIGHT!

They think I skipped school to get with my girl and throw this awesome
party. To them schools a giant party, a place to go hang with friends and get away
from their parents.

If only they knew high school is hell for me. My girl doesn't even understand
the pressure I feel every day when I am in class, the pressure I get from home or the
pressure I get from her...

(Banging head against door – a thump – with each of the next 3 lines as he mocks the
speaker of the lines.)

“Jacques you’re a junior now!”

“Jacques why aren't you doing your schoolwork?”

“Jacques why are you failing!?”

What kind of question is that -- Why are you failing?

I'M STUPID!

Why else would I be failing? I don't get it--I don't understand any of it!

They are busy teaching us subjects that I will never use again. I hate reading!
Science is irrelevant to my life and history well history is history... The only subject I
can kind of understand is math but add shapes and letters and it’s a whole new ball
game.

(In a mocking tone.) “They say” school is good for you – well school sucks.
“They say” you can't get a decent job without a degree –well, school sucks. “They
say” a lot of things but whose they and what's so important about school anyways?

(Standing up while banging against the door.)

Nothing.

Nothing is important about school.

That’s why I left...that's why I always leave. I'm too stupid for school. I have to
fight myself and worse my mom, just so I can take the bus to school in the morning.
It’s all a waste of time. I leave before a teacher can even say anything to me anyways.

I told my sisters I'm dropping out -- I'm not as smart as them and I will never go to
college like they did -- they think they've convinced me to stay but that's just for
now. Soon I will be out of here, out of this crazy home and more importantly out of
school for good.

But I'm only out of school for now so I should enjoy the party while it lasts...at
least no one will be talking about school here.

(Unlocks the door; and walks briskly out the room.)

Cats
Taylor Magnotti
A woman in her late 20s, visibly pregnant, is sitting in a chair, holding a white cat
stuffed animal.
Brianna: [Lights come up and she is staring at the stuffed animal] Why would
anyone give me a stuffed cat? I hate cats! They are stubborn, independent, and they
just slink around the house like they own the place. I don’t like it! These fluffy
animals are not a good companion. They lounge around all day, make the house
smell like pee, and there is no way you can get close to them without getting hissed
at. Cats are not a friendly animal and I, frankly, have had a strong dislike of them
since I was a little girl. My mother was tying my shoes one day when I was waiting
for the school bus, and, what do you know, a white fluffy feline comes strolling up
behind my mom, all mysterious and sneaky-like. I thought it was going to attack us,
so I whispered to my mom, “Don’t turn around! There is a big, white cat behind
you!” She jumped up in terror, and started shooing the cat away. The cat scurried
back to the woods where it came from and I got on the school bus.
Another thing that always bugged me was how could anyone think that cats
can be good around babies? As you can see, I am pregnant. Very pregnant. Seven
months to be exact, and I know the last thing I want around my child is a cat. It will
only scratch this innocent bundle of joy. Sure, cats are all cute and cuddly when they
are babies, but what happens when they get older? They are the most terrifying
creatures. I honestly don’t want to bring my baby into this world with cats around.
They are just pure evil. [She grips the cat’s neck] I have a deep fear of letting my
baby be around cats. There is so much that we don’t know about them. They just do
what they want and they don’t need you for anything. And my baby will need me…
right? [She squeezes the cat’s neck tighter] All I want is to make sure that my baby is
going to love me and depend on me. What if he or she rejects me as their mother?
It’s not fair that I can’t know these things. There is a fire that builds up in me every
time I think of my baby not loving me. How will I get him or her to love me? [She lets
go and breathes deeply. The cat’s neck is limp]

Trust me though, I have tried to like cats and they just don’t like me. My
husband had a cat and I tried warming up to it, but it wanted nothing to do with me.
Oh goodness, if a cat cannot like me, how will my baby love me? What if I am a bad
mother and cannot take care of this little life vessel that depends entirely on me!!
[She takes a deep breath and pauses] What am I going to do? I haven’t told
any of this to my husband because I don’t want him to worry about me. Being a
good mother is just supposed to come natural to a woman, right? I should not be
feeling like this so close to giving birth to my son or daughter. That’s another thing,
not knowing the sex of the baby is freaking me out. I plan out everything! But there
was no way I was going to argue with my husband because he has a short temper. I
let him get away with things sometimes if I don’t want to fight the battle because I
know it’s not worth having the argument [pause] but I didn’t think it was going to
bother me this much! There is so much anxiety built up in me that I feel like a
volcano that is about to erupt. Oh, I need a drink!
My husband always says I drank too much before I got pregnant, but what am
I supposed to do? I have to stay calm somehow. And having a couple glasses of
wine a few nights a week is not a bad thing, it’s just my thing. Coping with stress is
difficult for me and always has been, but that’s because I need to have everything
planned at each moment. I already have the baby’s schedule for when things should
occur throughout the day. (She takes out a note pad and lists off a schedule)
Here we go. It’s quite simple actually:
“7am feeding #1, 11am change diaper, 1pm feeding #2, 2pm change diaper,
3pm-7pm- nap time, 8pm feeding #3, 10pm- bed time. This way, my baby and I can
have a system! I think this is great. There are some times of the day that I know will
not always work accordingly, but I can manage to change the schedule for the
random bumps along the way. I can do this… I think.
I wish there was a manual that was included for “How to Be a Good Mother.”
I know there are books and magazines about parenting, but it still does not
specifically say “you will be a good mother if you do this…” Ugh, this anxiety is giving
me a headache.

[She stares at the cat for a long pause] I wish you could talk so you could give
me some answers to this problem. [Pause] Oh wait, you can’t because you’re a
stuffed cat! [She throws the cat across the stage and talks to herself] Brianna, you’re
usually so cool and collected, what is going on with you?
[She stares at the cat that was thrown across the stage] The cat. It always
comes down to the cat.
Black out.

Hope to See You Again
Meridith Mc Loone

Our time together was cut short. I look at our family photos and remember the
memories. The smiles. The faces in the pictures describe happy times. I can still hear
your laugh after you told a funny joke. You are with me everyday. I can feel you always
around me. When I see you in my dreams it feels so real. But are you only just a mirage?

BEST PHILOSOPHICAL STORIES/Life
STORIES/Life
Untitled
Laura Hardt
His form was crumpled upon the mattress, pregnant with bloat and reeking of
decay. His cancerous tongue stubbornly pushed its way from behind his lips,
opening his mouth to display a proud collection of tobacco-stained teeth. He was
untouched by animals. No creature would stoop so low as to make a meal of his
remains, save the blow-flies. All around him was the sound of insects, his only
companions in death. In his hand, a crumpled scrap of paper, with the ultimate
question hastily scribbled: why?

Moment
Mary Awad
While you are reading this, someone is having a moment.
Somewhere in the world at this exact instant, something is happening that will change
someone’s life. Maybe someone’s being born or someone is dying. How does that make
you feel? While you are reading this right now, someone is dying. But someone has just
gotten married, or is crying because her boyfriend is down on one knee. Maybe, at this
exact moment, all of that is soon to come for the couple that is now holding hands for the
first time. Their cheeks are both as red as cherries. You’re reading this and someone is
falling in love, or someone is breaking up, or getting back together.
Or maybe someone is killing themselves right now.
The world is full of so many lives and those lives are filled so many moments. You’re
reading this and a little boy with the cutest dimples just took his first steps. An old
woman just finished knitting her granddaughter’s christening blanket. A father of four
just got fired from his job and is scared. How does he go home and tell his wife? A
fourteen year old girl just got her braces off and she’s standing in front of the mirror
smiling. She can’t stop her tongue from running across her teeth. A homeless man with
the sweetest eyes just died on the street thinking that there were so many things he
wanted to do. But he never had the chance. The world is full of moments; some small,
some monumental; some fleeting, some ceaseless. Life is short but it’s filled with
moments that make up a lifetime.
While you’re reading this, someone is having a moment.

If Your Conscience Had a Face
Ryan Bushman
I used to recognize him, saw what he could be.
His features are so grim now, it’s starting to frighten me.
I stare a little closer, look him dead in the eyes.
That’s when I realized we’ve already said our goodbyes.
Why can’t I figure out what’s going on inside?
Every time I look at him, it’s like a part of me has lied.
Sometimes I worry that I’m going completely insane.
I try to figure it out but the answers I cannot obtain.
It’s pouring rain now, puddles cover the concrete.
I continue past him, I left him there in the street.
All I can do is walk home, that man heavy on my mind.
I wanted to forget him; I thought I left him behind.
We meet again and again through the lonesome silence.
These distracting day dreams turn to applicable guidance.
I realize now that I never should have left him be.
For that man in the street was always there for me.
I laugh to myself for reasons I can never explain.
Or maybe because the man I said goodbye to was none other than my reflection,
in a puddle, in the rain.

Write It For Yourself
Mary Awad
She kept her hands on the wheel and rolled her eyes. “There’s no such thing as creativity.
Everything’s been done so nothing’s considered creative anymore. The only thing you
can be is innovative. The more innovative you are with ideas that were used already, the
more creative you’ll seem to people.”
It was strange hearing those words from my sister, the beautiful artist, the most creative
person I know, saying that there’s no such thing as creativity anymore. It seemed almost
contradictory, ironic, coming from a person who would make her living from her
creativity.
I turned to look out the window. “I don’t know…all the ideas I get are weird or boring. I
just wish I could be more creative or innovative or—” I laughed, “anything more
interesting than how I am now. I have nothing good to write.”
“What’s bad to you could be good to someone else. I’ve written stuff I’ve hated and
people loved and vice versa. I guess as long as you know why you’re writing it and you
like it, anything will work.”
The years quickly passed after that. I graduated from high school and went to college.
Over the years, I began to experience life and started to become a person I was truly
proud of. But still, I hit the same problem, fell into the same rut.
I had nothing good to write.
“What do you do when you see something in your head but then it’s not the same on
paper? Does that happen to you? It happens to me. Everything sounds so good. Then I put
it on paper and it all falls apart. What do you do?” I ask, holding the phone tightly in
anticipation.
“Keep trying. Take the idea and work with it. Make it into something you’re happy with.”
“Well, it’s not that easy…” I sigh frustrated. Will she ever get it? “I’m not naturally
talented like you. Things don’t just come to me. I don’t wake up and say, ‘I think I’m
going to paint an eight-foot portrait on plywood for the next six weeks.’ Ideas don’t just
come up to me and slap me in the face.”
She is silent for a few seconds. That’s never good. My sister usually always knows what
to say.

“That’s not how it is with me. I have to work for my ideas. And that’s what you have to
do. Work for an idea and commit yourself to it. Then, if you’re really focused on it, you
can make it into whatever you want.”
“But what if nobody gets it…what if I pour my guts out on the page and—”
“You’re misunderstood?”
I don’t respond. She’s right. She hit the nail on the head.
“As long as you’re genuine, someone will get it.”
“Who will get it?!” I say back. Oh great, now I’m angry. “Who will get what I’m trying
to say? I’ll take an idea, work with it. I’ll be creative, innovative with it! But what if
that’s not enough?”
“You will get it. You’ll understand. What you write is yours. Write it for yourself. You’re
too critical. You care too much about everyone else. Just write what you want to and as
long as you’re happy with it, what does it matter?”
My sister is different. Newly twenty-two, she is talented beyond all belief. She keeps to
herself and doesn’t act like many people her age. Some say she’s anti-social. I just like to
say she’s different. But she’s wise. And I know she is a true artist. An artist shouldn’t be
worried about being misunderstood or embarrassed. Artists don’t hesitate to show their
work. My sister knows this. And she knows what art is. She has spent her whole life
creating. And its times like these where she lets me enter her world and see what art
really is. It’s meant to be a release, a personal outlet of everything you like and hate about
yourself. It is the freedom of creating something that is important and means something
to you.
I am not yet an artist. I get too caught up in being misunderstood and ridiculed and
criticized. But being an artist is internal. It’s about reflecting the soul and, as she said, as
long as I’m genuine, I will understand it. Because it’s my soul. And that’s the only thing
that should matter to me.
My sister is an artist. She takes blank slates and fills them with the most beautiful colors,
deepest meanings, and intricate designs. I want to be an artist, but an artist without a
brush. I want to paint with words, to twist and mix their meanings to form something
beautiful. We both create things that have meaning to us and, although they’re different,
painting and writing are both art. And now I realize that art is the freedom of making
something and giving it a purpose. So I will take my sister’s advice. I will write for
myself. And for her. And then maybe I can become an artist and make something truly
beautiful.

The Role of a Philosopher
Gabrielle McNamara

Section I: Introduction
Wittgenstein attempts to give an account of what must be the case in order for us
to say anything true about the world. In his work, Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus,
Wittgenstein seeks to establish the correlation between reality and language. In doing so,
he employs the method of logical atomism and concludes that objects in the world are
connected to a logical structure of language. First I will discuss Wittgenstein’s attempt to
establish the limits of what can be talked about within the fields of science and
philosophy. I will then connect what can be said about the world to how it should be said
according to Wittgenstein’s logical restrictions. After outlining Wittgenstein’s argument I
will express my trepidations about one of the fundamental concerns of the Tractatus: The
true purpose of philosophy and what the philosopher should be concerned with doing. It
seems to me as though Wittgenstein suggests that the role of a philosopher is to clarify
descriptions of empirical data bound by strict linguistic limitations. With Wittgenstein’s
divergence from traditional philosophy comes a total dismissal of valuable normative
philosophical inquiries. Although Wittgenstein presents a clear argument for the logical
structure of language, I am left dissatisfied because the role of a philosopher seems to
extend beyond clarifying our descriptions of the world. More specifically, Wittgenstein’s
conclusion renders the entirety of the Tractatus meaningless. The second part of this
paper will focus on an analysis of his conclusion in respect to the true role of a
philosopher. Although Wittgenstein’s final propositions are seemingly paradoxical, they

can be interpreted in a number of ways that could in fact give a new meaning to
philosophy and perhaps even ethics.

Section II: Wittgenstein’s Position
For Wittgenstein, logic itself does not say anything about the world; nor does it
exist in the world. To have a thought is essentially to have a picture or model of the
world, while logic is the very structure of reality. Wittgenstein refers to the world as
“everything that is the case,”1 i.e. a totality of facts -- not a totality of things. This logical
structure of the picture allows the picture to represent the world in a meaningful way
insofar as the logical form of our thought matches the logical form of the world. And
finally, we express thoughts/pictures of the world in language as propositional sentences.
Descriptive language is made up of propositions. Propositions are expressible through
sentences (verbally or written), and everything in the world can be described, without
exception. If a proposition is expressed about something that does not exist in the world,
that proposition is considered meaningless and therefore cannot be said. “God is good,”
for example, is a meaningless statement according to Wittgenstein. In fact, “God is
good” is a meaningless sentence, and in fact, not a proposition at all. What is thinkable
is logical, and what is logical is possible, i.e., “The logical picture of the facts is the
thought.”2 Furthermore, it is possible for us to say true things about the world because
true propositions state facts, i.e., the state of affairs: independent, fully analyzed, and
simple objects of which the world is comprised. Wittgenstein reminds us, “in order to

1 Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 1
2 Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 3

discover whether the picture is true or false, we must compare it with reality.”3 Whether
or not the picture is true, “In the picture and the pictured, there must be something
identical in order that the one can be a picture of the other at all.”4
This required commonality between the picture and the world is referred to as its form of
representation. A logical picture has a logical form of representation. When determining
what must be the case for us to say true things about the world, one must focus on how
the picture is a representation, not the fact that it is a representation. Propositions are
composed of elementary propositions by logical constants, i.e., and, if/then, not, etc.
Again, Wittgenstein diverges from his philosophical colleagues by positing that these
logical constants do not represent the world in any way, nor are they a part of the world.
He explains, “My fundamental thought is that the ‘logical constants’ do not represent.
That the logic of facts cannot be represented.”5 The constants are, however, inextricably
linked to the world, as they are necessary for connecting propositions. Next I will
describe the function of the logical constants and how their role is essential to his
philosophy.

Section III: Truth Functionality
It is important to be clear about the form of the proposition and what is actually
being represented. Wittgenstein asserts, “In the proposition the form of its sense is
contained, but not its content.”6 In other words, the picture shows forth its sense and the
various parts of it correspond to empirical data in the world. Wittgenstein argues that a
3 Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 2.223
4 Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 2.161
5 Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 4.0312
6 Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 3.13

thought determines a whole space of possibilities about the way the world could be. Thus
one cannot talk about something in the world without the plane of reference established
by the proposition. In simple terms, a proposition asserts nothing but the conditions that
make it true. This is precisely what Wittgenstein means by his fundamental thought: the
constants do not represent but instead correspond to the truth functionality of the world.
The logical constants, in so far as they connect atomic propositions, are truth functional.
The truth functionality of the logical constants reflects how atomic propositions are
constitutive of the complex propositions and how atomic facts are constitutive of
complex facts.
Wittgenstein states, “The simplest proposition, the elementary proposition, asserts
the existence of an atomic fact.”7 No example of an atomic fact is presented in the
Tractatus because Wittgenstein claims that a scientist should come to such conclusions.
Note that Wittgenstein is determined to establish the limits of science and the limits of
philosophy. He states, “The result of philosophy is not a number of ‘philosophical
propositions’, but to make propositions clear…Philosophy limits the disputable sphere of
natural science.”8 In his attempt to distinguish the roles of scientists and philosophers,
Wittgenstein creates a strict formula of what can and cannot be talked about by a serious
philosopher. Wittgenstein claims, “The object of philosophy is the logical clarification of
thoughts. Philosophy is not a theory but an activity.”9 While I agree that Philosophy has
active elements and that philosophers can get caught up in talking about seemingly
meaningless inquiries, I will argue that the purpose of philosophy extends beyond

7 Tractatus Logico- Philosophicus 4.2
8 Tractatus Logico- Philosophicus 4.112 – 4.113
9 Tractatus Logico- Philosophicus 4.112

clarifying language in a precisely descriptive way. I will do so by proposing two
interpretations of his concluding statements, followed by a synthesis that captures the
strengths of both.

Section VI: The Interpretations
Wittgenstein concludes the Tractatus by stating:
My propositions are elucidatory in this way: He who understands me
finally recognizes them as senseless, when he has climbed out through
them, on, them, over them. (He must so to speak throw away the ladder,
after he has climbed up on it.) He must surmount these propositions; then
he sees the world rightly. Whereof one cannot speak, thereof one must be
silent.10
Before analyzing this particular statement, I want to look at other propositions in the
Tractatus that directly connect to it. When Wittgenstein states, “The object of philosophy
is the logical clarification of thoughts. Philosophy is not a theory but an activity,”11 he
then must admit that the Tractatus text itself is not philosophy, but instead a series of
clarifying statements about the limitations of language. This point, along with his
concluding statements, leads me to the question that motivates my first interpretation of
the Tractatus: Does Wittgenstein think it is possible to do philosophy at all?
Perhaps the text is just a way of exposing the nonsensical nature of philosophical
inquiry. Wittgenstein states,
Most propositions and questions, that have been written about
philosophical matters, are not false, but senseless. We cannot, therefore,
answer questions of this kind at all. But only state their senselessness.
Most questions and propositions of the philosophers result from the fact
that we do not understand the logic of our language.12
10Tractatus Logico- Philosophicus 6.54
11 Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 4.112
12 Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 4.003

According to Wittgenstein, some of the most debated philosophical problems are simply
not problems at all. Thus, what Wittgenstein thinks about most of his philosophical
predecessors is clear – but is he offering a new style of philosophy, or is he simply
“solving” philosophy by proving that it cannot logically exist? Furthermore, there are
propositions in the Tractatus itself that also seem to be nonsensical. According to
Wittgenstein, in order to express a meaningful thought, its logic must match up with the
logic of the world. But propositions in the Tractatus do not belong to the world, so are
they meaningless? The propositions are similar to the logical constants in this way – they
too, are not represented in the world. Wittgenstein’s statement, “All propositions are of
equal value,”13 gives a certain degree of worth to the propositions. It seems to me as
though Wittgenstein has transcended his own logic by placing a value on a “proposition”
that, according to his philosophy, is in fact a meaningless statement.
Is this what he is alluding to in his concluding statements by saying, “he who understands
me finally recognizes them as senseless?”14 Perhaps Wittgenstein puts his own
philosophical work into the same category as ethics. He states, “It is clear that ethics
cannot be expressed. Ethics are transcendental.”15 Conceivably, the interpretive issues
that arise from reading the Tractatus are a way for the explicator to realize first-hand the
absurd nature of philosophical inquiry.
My second interpretation of his conclusion takes a different perspective. After
reflecting on his concluding comments, one may instead view it as consistent with
Wittgenstein’s previous claims about how philosophy is not a doctrine, but an activity.
13 Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 6.4
14 Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 6.54 -7
15 Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 6.421

One might instead propose that Wittgenstein is not an anti-philosopher, and has instead
created a document that lets the thoughtful reader discover the meaning of philosophy for
her or himself. Once a person has worked through the Tractatus in a serious and
deliberate way, and once she or he has considered the multiple angles of the propositions
Wittgenstein has proposed (metaphorically climbing out through them, on, them, over
them) she or he has then essentially done philosophy: Philosophy as an activity, not a
presented state of affairs. One might conclude that Wittgenstein’s frustrations arise with
many of his predecessors because they are simply speculating about questions that negate
logic, instead of actively engaging in philosophy as an activity and a process.
His conclusion could also be a combination of the two. One could reasonably
conclude that Wittgenstein does see the Tractatus as senseless and non- philosophical.
But by inquiring into the nature of the Tractatus and grappling with its interpretive
complications, we are asked to take responsibility for our beliefs in an active and serious
way. When Wittgenstein claims, “He must surmount these propositions; then he sees the
world rightly. Whereof one cannot speak, thereof one must be silent,”16 perhaps he is
emphasizing that topics such as philosophy and ethics should be practiced, not just talked
about, and the only way to fully find the meaning behind these inquiries lies beyond
speculation. Surly Wittgenstein would not have spent time developing a document that is
completely pointless. One must inquire into what it means to write a text that is
deliberately meaningless but not pointless. His ambiguous conclusion ultimately gives
the structured piece significance while separating the philosophers from the mere
speculators.

16 Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 6.54 -7

Section V: Concluding Statements
It is important to address the negation of normativity upon drawing these
conclusions when relating them to ethical inquiry. When people discuss ethics, they make
seemingly valuable normative claims about how one ought to act. After interpreting
Wittgenstein, one could conclude that perhaps ethics should be re-defined as purely an
activity, despite it’s historically normative nature. But given the synthesis above, what
then would it mean to have an ethical discussion? If we are willing to accept that
normativity is worthless without active expression, does this mean that ethical discussion
should be done away with entirely? Furthermore, what can be said about what we are
doing right now or what I was doing while writing this paper? If we accept philosophy as
an activity, and this very paper as a collection of strung together propositions, I fall into
the trap of what Wittgenstein accused his predecessors of. Given that philosophy is lived,
not spoken, what would it mean to be a philosopher? It is reasonable to conclude that
Wittgenstein brings up some excellent points about philosophy as a way of life, as an
activity, instead of discussion. So must we discontinue dialog about philosophical ideas
and instead turn towards living an actively philosophical life? I propose that the role of a
philosopher does not have to be so black and white. There is room for both speculation
and activity with regards to philosophy, and one could conclude that it is in fact
necessary to have a balance of both in order to do philosophy effectively.
One could conclude that engaging in dialogue is doing philosophy in an active
way, and normative discussion and active philosophy are not just necessarily analogous,
but related. I propose that the works of Wittgenstein are a chance for us to engage in

dialogue with ourselves, and by working through the Tractatus we are doing ethics in an
active way that can then subsequently apply in the world. A philosophical thesis leads to
active discussion, and discussion leads to productive philosophically motivated activity.
Ethics could be restructured as a type of procedural normativity: the development of an
approach towards life that must first be generated through dialogue (motivated by a
thoughtful reading of a text or another living person) in order for us to do express
ourselves meaningfully in the world. Wittgenstein asserts, “ethics and aesthetics are
one.”17 Finally, there are three distinct categories of sentences that Wittgenstein
promotes: the meaningful (science), the meaningless (“God is good”), and meaningless
expression (ethics, aesthetics, metaphysics). I propose that there actually exists another
kind of conversation to be had: meaningless yet purposeful discussion that generates
ethical action. In addition to the clarification of language, the role of a philosopher
extends beyond describing the world clearly. That being said, the bigger question at hand
is precisely what conversations generate ethical action? Of course, this proposition
presupposes that ethical action is possible at all. So I have reduced our initial problem to
another outstanding problem, which is that I presuppose that within the realm of ethics,
there are better and worse ways to act. Further investigation is required to solve the origin
of rightness, but conceivably there is a way to talk about ethics meaningfully, and here
we have established the first step.

17 Tractatus Logico- Philosophicus 6.421

Bibliography

Wittgenstein, Ludwig, David Pears, and Brian McGuinness. Tractatus logicophilosophicus. London: Routledge, 2001. Print.

An Analysis of the Veracity of Immanuel Kant’s Claim
That the Christian Moral Doctrine is Neither
Theological Nor Heteronomous
Brian Wadsworth

In his Critique of Practical Reason, Kant argues that the Christian moral doctrine
is neither theological nor heteronomous and can therefore serve as an accurately
articulated rationalization of man’s duty to strive toward the Highest Good.18 Labeling
something as theological means that it is claiming to know that God exists as an
evidential fact. Heteronomy refers to any case in which an individual’s moral decisions
are being guided by any external source. Kant’s principle, that the Christian moral
doctrine is neither theological nor heteronomous, must be questioned to verify its
veracity. If his position is wrong the Christian moral doctrine cannot be accepted as a
proper articulation of man’s duty to the Highest Good. To analyze this principle I will:
establish the background for my question by providing an account of the three features of
the Christian moral doctrine that motivated Kant’s claim; re-pose my question of Kant
and articulate two counterarguments that he may have espoused; and conclude by
examining these counterarguments and affirming the value of questioning him in this
way.
It is best to begin this analysis by examining Kant’s position on the Stoics’
assertions on virtue and happiness. Kant used these considerations as a bridge to the
Christian moral doctrine. He argues that, contrary to the Stoics’ assertions, “the moral
law of itself does not promise any happiness…[happiness] is not necessarily connected
18

Kant, Immanuel. Critique of Practical Reason. (Dover Publications Inc.; New York:
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with our obedience to any natural laws.”19 Here Kant is arguing that in the natural order
of things being virtuous does not necessarily guarantee happiness. In other words, he is
asserting that there is no necessary connection between these two components. This
position counters the Stoic’s because they argued that happiness resulted from having an
awareness of one’s virtue. Kant believed that their position provided people with a false
hope and that it was wrong to presume that happiness stemmed from an awareness of
virtue. Therefore, according to Kant, there is a void between virtue and morality and
ultimately this is where Christianity enters into his analysis.
After demonstrating the lack of any necessary connection between virtue and
happiness, Kant then provides the Christian moral doctrine’s first vital feature. He argues
that “Christian morality [resolves] this defect…by representing the world, in which
rational beings devote themselves…to the moral law, as a Kingdom of God, in which
nature and morality are brought into a harmony foreign to each…by a Holy Author.”20
Based on this assertion, Kant is claiming that one vital feature of the Christian moral
doctrine is its honesty. Christian morality is honest because it admits that following the
moral law will not necessarily bring proportionate happiness in the natural world.
However, he then asserts that ultimately morality and happiness will be harmonized by
God. Kant believed that this feature of honesty was vital because it prevents Christianity
from promoting a message of false promises like the Stoics had.
Moving on in his analysis, Kant then identifies the second key feature of the
Christian moral doctrine. He argues that “Holiness of life is prescribed to them as a rule
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even in this life.”21 This represents Kant’s assignment of the feature of strictness to this
doctrine. The Christian moral doctrine is strict because, despite its initial admission that
the Highest Good cannot be fully achieved in this life, it nevertheless maintains that it is
man’s duty to strive to make himself adequate to the laws of morality. In other words,
Christian moral doctrine is honest because it does not preach a false message of
proportionate happiness in this life and yet it is also strict because, despite this assertion,
it still claims that it is man’s duty to begin working toward the Highest Good in his
lifetime; regardless of whether or not it makes him happy to do so. This is the second
vital feature of the Christian moral doctrine; it makes no concessions as a result of man’s
finite nature but is instead strict in its emphasis on one’s duty to work toward achieving
the Highest Good.
Kant’s third key feature of the Christian moral doctrine is that it inspires hope.
He argues that “bliss, is…attainable only in an eternity; because…[proportionate]
happiness, cannot be attained at all in this world.”22 This point articulates the source of
hope that Christian morality provides. It allows for the idea of infinite time. This is
necessary for man if he is going to conceive of achieving the Highest Good. Kant argues
that the latter goal secondarily involves proportionate happiness, however, it has already
been noted that this moral project is not something that can be fully accomplished in the
natural world. Therefore, infinite time is a rational necessity to allow man to consider
working toward pure virtue and the proportionate happiness of which he will become
worthy. Another point that Kant asserts, based on the Christian moral doctrine’s
articulation of the idea of an immortal soul, is its resultant claim that the soul (i.e. the
21
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same “I”) will continue to live on for an eternity. The continued existence of the same
“I” is necessary because it is this “I” that has the duty to infinitely strive toward achieving
the Highest Good. If the same “I” did not continuously exist no single “I” could
rationally consider it plausible to strive toward achieving the highest good because it
would always have to start from the beginning. An immortal “I” allows the “I” to
continuously move forward in its advancement toward the Highest Good. In short, hope
is the third key feature of the Christian moral doctrine for Kant because without the hope
of infinite time to progress toward the Highest Good it would be irrational to even
consider attempting to do so because one could never achieve it in the finite amount of
time that one is allotted in the natural world.
The final piece of Kant that I will analyze is the line that actually led to my
question. At this point, Kant has articulated the three key features of Christianity (i.e.
honesty, strictness, and hope). The next step that he takes is to argue that the Christian
moral doctrine does not lead to heteronomy and that it does not make theological claims
about morality. He claims that “the Christian principle of morality itself is not
theological (so as to be heteronomy)…it does not even place the proper spring of this
obedience in the desired results, but solely in the conception of duty.”23 In this passage,
Kant is arguing that, properly interpreted, the Christian moral doctrine is neither
theological nor heteronomous. The doctrine does not set rules for its followers as if they
are decreed by God and therefore must be followed without question. Nor does the
doctrine place the emphasis on achieving the end result of eternal life in God’s Kingdom
but instead it asserts the importance of every individual rationally identifying for
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themselves that it is their duty to strive toward achieving the Highest Good. However,
despite this analysis, it is this above quote that caused me to question Kant.
At this point I have explained Kant’s three key features of Christianity. Kant
argues that the Christian moral doctrine is: honest about the unnecessary connection
between virtue and happiness in the natural world; strict about the rational necessity of
doing one’s duty to strive to achieve the Highest Good in this life; and that it provides
hope by proposing the idea of an immortal soul. Following this, Kant argued that the
Christian moral doctrine was not theological and that it did not place the calls to
obedience in the desires of achieving the end goal of eternal happiness in God’s
Kingdom. At this point I find it necessary to question Kant and ask: can he really claim
that the Christian moral doctrine is neither theological nor heteronomous?
To better explain my stance I will analyze Kant’s idea of what would happen if
man had complete insight into the existence of God and immortal life. If the doctrine
were theological it would claim to have evidence that indubitably proves the existence of
God and immortal life. Kant argued that, if man knew these truths for sure,
“transgression of the law, would…be avoided…(but) in this case the spur of action
is…external…[so that] most of the actions that conformed to the law would be done from
fear, a few only hope, and none at all from duty.”24 In other words, Kant is asserting that
if man had been given full knowledge of God and immortality, he would be incapable of
achieving morality and the moral law would vanish. He was claiming that if man knew
these things he would act based on the inclinations of fear or hope. In Kant’s philosophy,
inclinations can never be the source of moral laws. Therefore, if man were acting based
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on these inclinations, all morality would die off. I utilized this example to provide an
explanation of what would result if the Christian moral doctrine was proven to be
theological. If it were theological Kant could not argue that it was capable of properly
articulating man’s rationalized duty to work towards the Highest Good. To resolve my
question Kant would have to satisfactorily demonstrate how the Christian moral doctrine
avoids becoming theological and heteronomous.
Kant would have likely responded to my question in two ways. First, he would
have claimed that the Christian moral doctrine avoids heteronomy because, as I quoted
above, it does not teach its followers to obey the moral law as a means of getting into
heaven. If it taught its followers this then it would be a clear example of heteronomy.
However, according to Kant, Christianity emphasizes duty, not fear or hope, as the proper
“spring” to act morally and this saves it from becoming heteronomous. This represents
one possible response that Kant may have proposed to resolve my question.
The second position that Kant would take is the argument that Christianity never
makes the claim to know, factually, that God exists nor that man can indubitably achieve
immortal life. He would instead argue that the ideas of God and immortality are
necessary, according to practical reason, based on the concept of the Highest Good. Kant
would assert that a Holy Author (i.e. God), who was completely omnipotent and
omniscient, would be practically necessary. God’s existence allows the individual to
believe that the Highest Good is attainable because God would assure that happiness
would ultimately be awarded proportionately to one’s worthiness of it. Also, he would
claim that the idea of eternal life, which Christianity speaks of, is another practically
necessary element of the concept of the Highest Good. This is necessary because in order

for man to rationally have any hope of achieving the Highest Good he would need to
believe that he had an infinite amount of time to progress toward it. Considering these
points of practical necessity, Kant would feel that he had properly defended his claim that
Christianity was not theological. He would then reassert that the Christian moral doctrine
does not state that it knows for a fact, based on empirical evidence, that God and
immortal life are actually existent. The fact that it falls short of claiming this, according
to Kant, stops its message from becoming theological. The results of this argument
represent a second counterargument that he may have proposed to defend himself against
my question.
Before explaining why my question is important I will first respond to the two
proposed Kantian counterarguments. To the first, which argued that the Christian moral
doctrine placed the motives for morality in duty, not inclinations, I will argue that in
theory this is acceptable. Christian moral doctrine does make duty to God the primary
motive of the individual. However, this duty is not heteronomous because duty to God
(i.e. the Holy Author) represents the duty to strive toward the Highest Good. God’s
unconditional reality is a Holy Will and one’s autonomous moral legislation is ultimately
equated to God’s plan, since, as the Holy Author, his plan would necessarily be the
striving of man toward the goal of achieving the Highest Good. He would not devise a
plan that sought anything other than that because that would represent a shortcoming of
his Holiness. Kant is ultimately arguing that the Christian moral doctrine is a rationally
necessary development of the Holy Author because it is a rational articulation of what
can be considered his Holy Will. This may appear to boarder on heteronomy, it may
seem like God is decreeing the Christian doctrine, however, it is not because God is not

arbitrarily decreeing it for man to just accept. The Christian moral doctrine is not the
result of God’s assertions but instead it is the product of man’s rationalized understanding
of his own duty to achieve the Highest Good. Those who claim that they are following
the Christian moral doctrine because God commands them to do so are the ones who are
actually suffering from heteronomy. They are acting heteronomously because they have
not autonomously arrived at the rational understanding of their duty to work toward
achieving the Highest Good but have instead accepted it based on another’s command.
On the other hand, those who rationally determine their duty to be striving toward the
Highest Good will ultimately find that they arrive at the necessary ideas that are found in
the Christian moral doctrine. The latter path does not fall into heteronomy. In this case,
the individual has, through the use of their own rational faculties, demonstrated autonomy
as they arrived at the realization of their duty and the necessary postulates (i.e. God and
immortality) that accompany it and make it rational. As long as the second path is the
one that is chosen, Kant’s first proposed counterargument can be accepted. It is
necessary that followers of the Christian moral doctrine recognize that true morality does
not result from motives of fear or hope. Failure to acknowledge this would lead one
down the path to amorality because inclinations can never produce the moral law.
Therefore, in short, as long as the Christian moral doctrine emphasizes the proper
motives for acting morally, it will maintain a non-heteronomous position and Kant’s first
counterargument can be accepted.
I will now address the second proposed counterargument. In this argument I
presumed that Kant would have asserted that the Christian moral doctrine is not
theological because it never makes the claim to know, indubitably, that God or

immortality are actually true based on any empirical evidence. This argument is
acceptable so long as the followers of this doctrine are aware of this fact. If they are not,
and believe that God and immortality are theoretically proven ideas in the Christian
moral doctrine, they will err and become amoral. This amorality would result from the
inclinations of fear and hope that would undoubtedly serve as the motives compelling
them to do their “duty.” However, as long as one is aware of the fact that God and
immortality are accepted as practically necessary, rather than evidentially proven, the
Christian moral doctrine can be accepted as non-theological and Kant can utilize it as he
does in his essay.
Kant’s evident ability to answer my question does not take away from the
necessity of asking it. Asking this question remains important because it demonstrates
the necessity of paying close attention to the assertions of the Christian moral doctrine
and the motives of those who exercise it. If one does not carry out this analysis they may
be more likely to fall into the error of accepting this doctrine as one that is decreed by
God as being the divinely chosen path to achieving immortality. Accepting the Christian
moral doctrine in this way blinds the individual from the realization that God and
immortality are true as practical necessities that support the rational conception of one’s
capacity to achieve the Highest Good. They would also be failing to realize that these
concepts are not theoretically proven as empirically accepted truths. To me this seems
like a potentially easy error for followers of the Christian moral doctrine to fall into. The
latter is why I raised my question and represents why it is important. My question forces
the reader to ensure that they maintain the proper motives that are necessary to work
toward achieving the Highest Good. If they fail to do so, even if they still act morally

right, they will be failing to act according to the moral law. Ultimately it is clear that a
lot can be gained by attempting to answer this question. Therefore, it is evident that it is
an important question to ask of Kant’s work.
In conclusion, it has been demonstrated that one can accept Kant’s claim that the
Christian moral doctrine represents an acceptable, non-theological and nonheteronomous, path to Highest Good. His assertions that this doctrine is honest, strict,
and hope inspiring were important to note in order to understand what motivated him to
take this stance on the value of the Christian moral doctrine. The two proposed
counterarguments, and the subsequent analysis of their validity, were important to
demonstrate how Kant would have been able to respond to my question. Finally, it is
also highly apparent that the value of this question results from the fact that it ensures that
the individual remains focused on pursuing the Highest Good as his duty as a rational
being rather than as a job decreed by God. It is only as a duty inspired action that one
can work toward achieving the Highest Good that Kant conceived of and it has been
proven, in this essay, that the Christian moral doctrine represents a properly rationalized
articulation of the path to the Highest Good.
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Memories from Abroad: Apartment 43
Mary Awad
I remembered a time from my childhood. It’s fuzzy, blurry from the years I’ve
never thought about it, but I miraculously remembered it the other day and thought I
would tell you, Alexander, since you are always so curious to know about my youth. I
was a young girl, newly nineteen, and I went with a group of students from university out
of the country to take a class. I say university because that’s what they call it there in the
beautiful country of Luxembourg. College and university aren’t interchangeable abroad,
so be wary of it if you ever happen to travel, which I hope you do. Travelling is an
important thing, you see, Alexander. Not for college credit or vacations, but for
knowledge and understanding. By travelling, you experience other peoples’ ways of life
and see the world through their eyes. Yes, you get to try great foods and see amazing
things but you learn about people. You genuinely begin to understand why people act the
way they do. And that teaches you something important: empathy. You learn how to see
things from perspectives other than your own and grow as a person from it. But I seem to
be getting ahead of myself. What I remembered was not to give you life advice, but to tell
you about Pfaffenthal and Apartment 43.
Why the strange look, Alexander? Pfaffenthal? Yes, it is a strange word, isn’t it? I
don’t even know if I am pronouncing correctly myself. But when I went abroad we
stayed in Luxembourg City, the small metropolis in the center of the country. And it was
so beautiful, Alexander. I wish I had gotten the chance to go back. The buildings were
beautifully crafted and the streets in the city center were cobble stone. It was the
European dream I always dreamt of in high school and finally got the opportunity to live.

I was staying in a youth hostel in Pfaffenthal, a ten minute walk from the center, and
every morning I woke up wide-eyed and curious. That’s how you should live your life,
Alexander, wide-eyed and curious, ready for adventure. I was always doing something,
walking around, taking pictures, eating gelato. Why, I think I had gelato twice a day.
Gained five pounds on that trip because of it. Don’t look at me like that! It was a once in
a lifetime experience and worth every pound. It was very delicious after all.
Now let me tell you about the apartment, Alexander. My favorite thing to do
abroad was to go on walks by myself. It got dark in Luxembourg during the summer
around 10:30 at night so I would leave at 9 and cherish the twilight that cast itself over
the city. I always took the same route on my walks, off of Fort Olisy and down into the
villages at the base of the bridge over Pfaffenthal, right under the railroad. And every
evening I would pass the cutest little two story house. It was discolored with age and
covered with beautiful vines that were the home of magnificent purple flowers. It looked
like an oil painting, a small unadorned cement house surrounded by overgrown grass and
gorgeous blossoms. And the only reason I noticed it was because every time I passed a
saw a man sewing by the window or making changes to clothing on a mannequin body
with pins. I saw him do all these things from the street, looking into the windows of
Apartment 43.
From what I could see it was one room with probably a bathroom off to the side
somewhere. But the room had a bed, a small oven and stove in the corner, and a desk
filled with patterns, fabric and pins. The walls were white and the furniture was
unembellished. There wasn’t much to look at through the large windows of the second
floor, except for the elegant red velvet mannequin in the center of the room. Although

faceless and limbless, it was beautiful, Alexander. And every day as I passed it was
covered with more and more fabric. At first the white charmeuse was formless but it soon
was draped and pinned into a marvelous ball gown. It was elegant and charming, a
perfect match for the faceless beauty in the center of the room.
I would watch the man for a bit from the street before moving on. He was
probably the same age as you, Alexander, early twenties, trying new things, being unique.
He was always focused, his heavy black brow scrunched in concentration, his sleeves
rolled up to his elbows. On one of the later days, when the dress was almost complete, he
turned and looked out the window and saw me there. I was so embarrassed, Alexander.
My face went red and my mouth dropped open. Why, how creepy must I have looked?
Staring at that man through the window. What if he knew I had been watching him for a
little each day for the last two weeks! But he just looked at me and smiled, lifting his
hand. Yes, can you believe it? He waved to me! I just stared at him and started laughing.
You may not believe it, but I was very outgoing and adventurous in my young age so I
waved back and gave him a thumbs up. “It’s beautiful!” I yelled to him. Whether he
heard me or not, whether he spoke English or not, I will never know. But he smiled at me,
the first time I saw an expression that wasn’t frustration or concentration on his face, and
responded with a thumbs up of his own. In all honesty, Alexander, I’m disappointed I
haven’t talked of it till now. I didn’t tell my friends or my parents. I suppose I wanted to
keep it to myself because it was such a beautiful moment. It may not seem that way to
you. You weren’t there and it may just sound strange thinking that your grandmother did
these things. But there was a rush I felt that, at the time, I could not place. Two people
from two different sides of the world having a moment like that. I don’t know what it felt

like for him. Maybe he treasured it; maybe he’s forgotten it by now. Goodness, it was so
long ago, he’s probably passed away. Now the moment is no longer ours, it just belongs
to me. But I was enamored by this moment. Because I was watching him for so long, it
felt so intimate to me, like I had accomplished something along with him. And there’s
nothing like experiencing a moment like this with a stranger, Alexander. There is nothing
like it. It makes you feel like you’re connected to everything and everyone all at once.
There are no boundaries, no walls. There are just people and experiences. Which is what
life is supposed to be, I think. Meeting people and learning and living. And that’s what I
did for two weeks, Alexander. I ate and talked and discovered and lived.
Hmm? Oh, I never saw the man from Apartment 43 again. The next evening, he
wasn’t there and the mannequin was naked once more. He finished, I suppose, and took
his creation to a shop or a show somewhere. Then two days later I left, flew back home,
and continued on with my summer. I guess I never told anyone about this because it’s a
bit anti-climatic, don’t you think Alexander? Nothing really happened. But it’s moments
like that that are important. Little things, meetings that bring a smile to a nineteen-yearold girl that can make a difference in life. I hope you have experiences like that in your
life, Alexander.
What do you think of mine?

French Charm

Christian Abraham
The greyness of the day adds to its melancholy when the plane touches
down. It taxis down the runway, the first clue that divulges the location is the
sign: “Aeroport Tours-Val-de-Loire” in slanted black letters on the plain grey
terminal building. Arriving in the Centre region of France, my ultimate destination
is the small town of Chabris. I’ve ignored France’s mystic tug for years. It took a
death to heed that tug. Some of my mother’s family came from France. At her
funeral, the subject of France came up. My Uncle Henry spoke of the old family
home in Chabris, along River Cher. Intrigued, I decided to go and find it. My
mom never talked about the “old country,” but grandmother would regale us
with stories of France. Yet she didn’t know the actual location of my great
grandparents’ home.
I knew our family name, Remming, was originally Rémy. Using the
Internet I found a 32 acre home which the Rémy family owned as far back as
1894! There were six other families in the region which bore the Rémy name but
only one had a property near the River Cher as my uncle described.
Driving east, the fog burned off, allowing the sun to peek out. The gently
rolling hills become greener and the sky turns a soothing blue. This replaces my
sadness with hope as I inch closer to this ancient town. Hungry, I stop about 8
miles short of my destination to eat. There’s nothing that hints of a restaurant
near the 4-way intersection. I walk and explore a bit. Soon, I see an ivy-draped
building. A sign above the door says “Le Chèvre.” I translate it on my smart
phone and learn it means The Goat. Since it’s near the town of Selles-sur-Cher,
it’s aptly named. This area is known for goat cheese. Inside I munch on - what
else? - goat cheese and bread, washing it down with fresh orange juice.
With the aid of a GPS, I find my family’s house and I see a man working
in the garden. He’s got a wizened beard with streaks of grey running through
otherwise dark hair. He also wears a beret, just like French artists wear in old
portraits. Round spectacles add to the man’s “old county” ensemble. The only
thing missing is the pointy mustache! His arm in a slow wave beckons me to
come closer. About ten feet away, he says hello. I’m amazed as he speaks
English with barely a hint of an accent. I reciprocate with my greeting and
express my surprise in hearing him speak my language. I tell him my name and
where I’m from and I notice his eyebrows raise and his eyes widen slightly. His
name is Joseph Rémy and I learn that he has lived in the house since he was
born. His parents left just after he was born before the start of World War II. He
was sick and unable to be taken with them due to his fragile health. Left in the
care of an aunt and uncle, he grew healthier but it was decided he should stay.
Luckily, even with the war, the family was able to keep the homestead and own
it to the present day. I explained what the last few weeks have been like and the
inspiration to come to France and search for the old family home. He just smiled

and said, “It’s that old French charm. It doesn’t matter where you are in the
world, that charm will call to you and urge you to come.”
He wasn’t surprised at all.

Best Comedies
Knowing Words, Using Words…and Making Them Up
Mary Awad
I love words but can never use them correctly or when I want to.
Malapropism is my best friend, one of those officious people who never leave you
alone. I will admit, the first time I saw the word submersed I did not pronounce it
correctly; although, I still believe that submurhsaid is a more interesting
pronunciation. And yes, that was me who said corn stigma instead of crop circle.
These instances leave my peers in hysterics, especially my kin who sometimes
wonder how I can be so studious and yet so lacking in diction and syntax. But still,
for a person so inexperienced with words to love them seems incredulous. People
are supposed to become better with words when they read, yes? Do they not say
reading is the best way to assemble a sophisticated vocabulary? Yet, the person I
am, who loves to read and has a great passion for stories, still manages to say
ridiculous words in attempt to create her own customized onomatopoeia. On a
personal note, I truly believe hwoolzo should be entered into the dictionary as the
sound of a garbage bag filled with water blowing away in the wind. But is this not
the most unforeseen paradox ever witnessed? The worst part is that this is, in fact,
a true story. Would my English teacher, who also loves words, ever forgive me for
defacing the language that he loves by repeatedly saying sharptile instead of
shrapnel? I suppose these solecisms are what remind me of my imperfections and

continually echo my need to express my thoughts by using words, whether I know
them or frivolously make them up.

If Only You Knew
Sasha Caldwell

The one thing that is always around me is food. Sweet, wonderful, delicious
food. I come from a big family and when I was growing up it was obvious that good
food was and is essential to every aspect of life. There was nothing we did that did
not involve eating food, making food, or going out to get food.
Now that I am on my own, I consider myself to be somewhat of a chef – a real
foodie. And although I do like to try many different things, there are three things I
find myself mildy obsessed with: Bacon, Ranch Dressing, and Juice.
Do I need to even describe Bacon? It is God’s gift from heaven. There is
nothing better then the salty, meaty, crunchy goodness that is Bacon. I will eat bacon
with anything and I Iiterally put it on everything. I have eaten bacon chunk ice
cream, chocolate covered bacon, and a bacon brownie. And let’s just say they all
spoke for themselves and assured me that my obsession is almost too real to handle.
The way I am obsessed with bacon is only a quarter of how much I love
Ranch. I continuously find myself eating foods just so I can put Ranch Dressing on it.
Pizza, chicken, sandwiches, fries, salads...the list goes on. It has gotten so bad that
when I go out I bring my own little container of Ranch just in case. I can't describe
why Ranch is my go to condiment; but it is this simple thing in life that keeps me
happy and smiling.
While Ranch keeps me happy and smiling, it pales in comparison to the need
I have for Juice. There is not one minute that goes by that there is not some type of

Juice in my possession. When working out or at practice, while everyone is out
taking water breaks, I take Juice breaks. When going to bed I make sure there is a
full cup of Juice on my nightstand for when I wake up in the morning. My day is not
complete without my Juice. I guess my obsession is more than mild. But that's the
price you pay when something like Juice becomes a way of life.
There is so much that you can create with each item and all are completely
delicious. I know it sounds crazy, but without these three items I doubt I could even
function properly. But I still say I am only mildy obsessed with Bacon, Ranch
Dressing, and Juice.
But if you only knew how loose the term mildly is.

“NO, THE CROISSANT ON THE LEFT”
Sybil Gelin
Le Trésor Caché. I had just left church and needed some caffeine to finish my thesis.
As I walked up to the café, I noticed a homeless man sitting by the entrance. He was
reading No Exit by Jean-Paul Sartre. How painfully ironic, I thought. Of all the books
he could be reading. Why not Nausea? Or even Being and Nothingness? But that was
beside the point. I ordered an apple and a small coffee. “Oh, and a croissant,” I said,
unzipping my wallet. “No, the croissant on the left. The other one looks like it’s been
there for a while.” I paid, ran to the entrance, and presented the croissant to the
homeless man. “Thanks,” he said. “But I’m not a fan of pastries.”

Best Original Scores

Head Up
Giorgio "Gigg" Scalone
My spirit’s lifted, perfect posture, got my head up
I'm premium and you’re some regular unleaded
Soon I'll be iconic like the Beetles, John Lennon
Think I got a gift? Wait ‘till you see my stage presence
I'm controlling the vibe, comatose when I rhyme
Grow old then you die while I overdose on these lines
But that’s just detrimental to the growth of a mind
All these songs are essentially sentimental to mine
Every sentence has a message that I hope you can find
Every lyric has a spirit, put my soul on the line
Sleepless nights in the studio with my bloodshot eyes
I'll let you decide.
Is this a truth or a lie?

Best Special Effects/Fantasies
Divine Grace
Christina Ciufo
As the moon reflects upon the still lake waters, the serene silence is
admired by all life within the dark forest. While the cunning fox curls its
fetching tail under the oak tree, the harmonious melody of the loon echoes
through the forest. With each call of the loon’s song, the hallow trees pick
upon the song for all to hear. The wind whispers through the trees and
breathes life into the leaves. Fireflies appear from the distance and begin to
swirl around the quiet forest. In their captivating motion, the fireflies do a
balletic dance. Fairies of forgotten lore, the fireflies sprinkle illumination
and wonder upon the leaves for all to see. All the while, a lovely swan
appears at the still lake. Spreading her winds wide, the moon’s light beams
gives admiration to her divine grace. When the fireflies cease their dance,
the swan bows to them with the gesture of her neck. Her gaze goes from the
fireflies to the moon. Without a reason for her gaze, the moon presents the
swan in her celestial state.

The Life We Once Knew
Danielle Almonacid
White petals fall downward,
Descending towards the earth
In an ominous battle.
Their thrashing dance
Mirroring drops of fiery rain,
Falling from the sky.
They once grew freely
Through a warm summer's mist.
Then, the sky became
As black as night.
The pitch of death.
The storm had come
To entail their destruction.
The wrath of the twister
Uprooted the foundation
Of the white rose garden
Which lay amid the sturdy oaks.
Torrents plunged
Into the depths
Of the sky's darkness.
White petals
Fade to gray.

The Beauty of Winter
Christina Ciufo
Bitter was the winter air as it gently blew. Father Winter ceased this
opportunity to sprinkle the snow onto the earth. How marvelous was the
snow as it made contact with the dried soil. The barren and lifeless tress
trees were now covered in the white marvel of the snow. As I marveled at
the snowfall, glassy icicles began to form upon my window. As the sunlight
began to peer through the gray clouds in the sky, it hit upon the icicles.
Radiant lights began to form an aurora borealis for all to see. My eye turned
to a tired grizzly bear entering into a dark cave made of stone. Giant ball of
brown fur curled within the cave. As it made itself comfortable, the bear’s
weary eyes began to drop down until Father Winter kissed its cold nose,
making the mighty creature fall asleep due to winter’s spell. The canvas of
the wintertime mirrored a Thomas Kinkaid’s painting depicting a moment in
the wintertime. As the snow continued to fall before my eyes, I could only
envision the cold wind dancing for me. The snow was a ballerina, awing me
with its magic and grace. How beautiful are you, winter.

As Night Returns
Joy Rania Slaoui
The rising tides and star-lit skies
blanket the world with compromise
to disappear for day will break,
and mask each regret and mistake.
The moon is hidden but never gone,
secrets untold by birds of song.
Despair, the tyrant enemy,
flees with light’s sacred sanity.
The sun may shield from evil’s dark
but shadows lurk at every arc,
and as it sets and memory reigns,
through hopelessness my darkness gains.
Shackles of pain bind every hand
with its contrite wrong-doings and
unyielding fear, like fire, burns
and plagues my soul as night returns.

Best Documentaries

Reversal of Humanity
Aaminah Qadri
I begin with the difficult subject matter of HUMANITY, pertaining to adult
human beings, which looks like a thing of the past. In other words, it was present in
the past but is absent in present. I understand that this is a complicated topic and
that the purpose of the monologue is to express my feelings in only a few minutes,
but I’ll give it my best shot.
I am very close to my grandmother from my father’s side. She is an ideal
example of what humanity should look like. Some say she is “old school” because
she gives respect to all, young as well as old. She is a woman of few words – she says
the less you speak, the greater the chance you will not hurt anyone with the worst
weapon in this world: your tongue. In the religion of Islam, the holy Prophet
Muhammad was once was asked by a companion, "How can salvation be
achieved?'' He replied, "Control your tongue, and weep over your sins.'' In
another instance he said, “When the son of Adam gets up in the morning, all
the limbs humble themselves before the tongue and say, ‘Fear God for our
sake because we are with you. If you are straight, we will be straight; and if
you are crooked, we will become crooked.’''
We are advancing at a very fast pace in regards to our technological
achievements, space travel being one of them. The whole world is at our fingertips,
but, despite all these gains, we have lost something very precious known as a
personal touch. We lack interaction with each other as families and communities. In
previous eras, there was love, respect, and a sense of responsibility towards each
other. Families used to sit at the dining table to eat and discuss their events of the
day. Grandfather was the head of the household and nobody dared to question his
judgment. Remember, this was not out of fear, but out of respect. Business dealings
were honest and crystal clear; no fine prints to be concerned about and no
corporate back stabbing like we have today. Life was simple, and if there were
minor differences, people would find a way to resolve them over a cup of tea or
coffee in a nice, amicable manner. Remember that Satan is our open enemy. He lured
Adam and Eve to eat from the forbidden tree. Then, there is the incidence of Prophet
Abraham (Ibrāhīm), the father of the Abrahamic faiths (Judaism, Christianity, and
Islam), which the Muslims follow during the pilgrimage to Hajj. The ritual re-enacts
Abraham’s pilgrimage to Mecca, as explained by the Muslim historian al-Azraqi:
“When [Abraham] left Mina to sacrifice his son, Ishmael, at the command of
God and was brought down to al-Aqaba, the Devil appeared to him at Stone-Heap of
the Defile. Gabriel said to him: "Pelt him!" so Abraham threw seven stones at him so
that he disappeared. Then he reappeared to him at the Middle Stone-Heap. Gabriel
said to him: "Pelt him!" so he pelted him again with seven stones so that he
disappeared. Then he appeared to him at the Little Stone-Heap. Gabriel said to him:

"Pelt him!" so he pelted him the third time with seven stones like the little stones for
throwing with a sling. So the Devil withdrew from him." All three stations are known
as Jamarats, representing the devil: the first and largest represents his temptation of
Abraham against sacrificing Ishmael. The second represents the temptation of
Abraham's wife Hājar to persuade her to stop him from sacrificing their son. The
third represents his temptation of Ishmael to avoid being sacrificed. He was rebuked
each time, and the throwing of the stones symbolizes those rebukes.
The stoning of the jamarāt also represents the repudiation of man's self and
the act of casting aside one's low desires and wishes. To the contrary, we are now in
close association with the Satan. Instead of pelting him with stones, we welcome his
commands and wishes with open arms, which, according to the prophesies of the
Holy Prophet Muhammad, is one of the signs that the day of judgment is fast
approaching. One of his other prophecies is that during the end of time, love,
respect, and shame will be gone and people will start living like animals.
Today’s “mature adults” have worse behavior than yesterday’s kids. They are
demanding in their wordly materialistic requirements of which the list is never
ending. Just as a child will cry for the things he would like to have, the adults of
today will go to any length and any cost to get what they want, regardless of the
mental, physical, or moral consequences that could affect themselves and others
around them. In short, they have become self-centered and greedy, and these are
opposite the qualities of humbleness and humility that our creator admires. The
world has clearly advanced, but at the detriment of human beings who have lost
dignity and self-respect for such advancement.
A few decades ago, as my grandma tells me, our family had very little, but
there was contentment and the people were caring. Everyone lived in a joint family
where everyone cared for each other. It was the responsibility of the parent to take
care of the children when they needed them, and, in return, the children cared for
the parents when they needed them in later years. Sending parents to senior homes
was considered a taboo, but that is the common thing to do with elders today. Cases
like this really frighten me while thinking of the course we are on. I strongly feel that
children are more matured than adults. For example, when my grandma tries to get
up from her bed, my six-year-old nephew tells her to wait and rushes towards her to
hold her hand and help her get up. Second my three-year-old niece once saw my
grandma try to go to the bathroom and there were a lot of her toys in the way, so
she told her to wait until she cleared a path. They are very small physically, but look
at their admirable intentions. I have read in the sayings of Prophet Muhammad that
your action depends on your intention. This is an example of humanity that is lost
somewhere in our adult generation; we do not seem to have time for this kind of
kindness towards elders.
We are losing our human identity and becoming more like robots that are
operated not by God our creator, but by Satan our enemy. Now we must decide
where we are going, and I think is there a lesson to be learned from our children
who have compassion, love, and affection all in one package.

Wake up, Humanity! Wake up before it is too late!

Deer Prints
Mary Connors
Quiet winds sweep
Across tiny prints
In white dustings
Of fallen snow.
Climbing over banks
Marking my own trail
I follow a path
Directions take sail
To find you
Somewhere, anywhere
Through clouded trees
Hints in subtle breeze.
A wooden duck house
Demands a printed picture
In a large photo frame
A tiny mouse, I view the screen.
Set the compass
Get back on track
Ghost whispers loud
Hiding visions, holy shrouds.
Protecting whitetail deer
Living invisible without fear
God is a vegan not to worry
My friends hidden and furry.
Olympian snow-driven jumps
Cause snow holes, even clumps
A loud tree crack
Yells never come back.
My journey is done
Ghostly deer, quiet fun
I won’t find you today
Be gone and on your way.

Frozen Escape
Brandon Theroux
Finally it is time; I can let it all go. All my worries, problems, concerns, they
all disappear. When I am here I can do anything, and there’s nothing that can hold
me back. When I am on the ice and in the game, it is just my team and I versus
whoever dares stand in our way. Hockey is my salvation; it is my escape from all
things, my “get out of jail free card”. When I am playing hockey there is no one who
can stop me.
Hockey is a game that requires full attention and concentration for success.
One lapse in focus and you might fail. That is why no matter what happens, when I
am on the ice I can forget about everything and zero-in on the game, all of the things
weighing down on me. All I have is open ice and a simple game where one team is
pinned against another for 45 minutes, until someone comes out as the victor. It
doesn’t matter if its school, or work, or just overpowering stresses; whenever I need
to get away from it all, I will find a pickup game or practice and just unwind. Hockey
does not only let me forget about things but it also gives me a break, and allows me
to go back to my challenges and stress and confront them with a new point of view.
Hockey relaxes me and lets me see things in a new perspective. After I play, I
can usually find new solutions to my problems. Hockey helps me overcome my
stresses and helps me find new answers to them. Sometimes when I encounter
decisions in the game, like to take a chance and shoot the puck myself in a two on
one or make the safe play and pass it to my teammate. These decisions help me
make decisions about life, whether to take a chance and maybe risk it all so I can win
big, or to play it safe and take the sure way out.
I have always had a rather tough workload in terms of chores, and school. At
times it feels as though I’m trapped in a fire and there is no way out. Whenever I feel
I’m going to be overcome by the heat I retreat, and fall back into my icy freedom,
before I get burned.

Quietly Ferocious
Mikaela Marbot
Boom.
The game is on.
A fifteen pound green and blue ball crashes into forty pounds of white pins. The
echo of wood ricochets off the deck and rings in my ears. A grin spreads across my face
as a shout rumbles from the very depths of my being. I shake my fist in victory as I turn
to my team mates and yell “Heart!” as loud as respectfully possible. A thunderous reply
of “Beat!” reverberates through my team as I proudly step off the lane into a sea of high
fives. My frame is filled. Half my job is done. Now it’s time to support the next girl.
“Take your time. Make your shot. All ten here, chick. You got this.”
Words of support fly from my mouth as excitement builds. We can win this. I
know we can. We just need total concentration and perfect execution of every shot. This
game is not for inexperienced girls who rush to the line and chuck a ball down a lane.
This game is for us. This is for the girls who spend at least ten hours a week in a bowling
alley working on releases, timing, execution, and spare shooting. This competition is
ours.
Sometimes I think spectators may view us as a group of raged savages beating
down on the pins. Each successful shot awakens a primal animal deep inside our souls,
and by the end of the day the animal has taken over.
At nine o’clock when the tournament begins the animals are still drowsy. We are
still girls shooting practice shots on the lane to warm up.
By ten o’clock the animals are a bit more alert but our femininity is still in
control. We are still polite girls smiling and clapping for each shot.
Flash forward a few more hours to noon, and the polite girls are barely holding
on. We may still look like girls, but we’re animals. Our hair is perfectly falling out of
place and our nails are still manicured with bright red polish, but our voices are different.
Voices crack from shouting too loud and polite soft-spoken mannerisms are completely
gone.
But the competition isn’t over yet.
Just wait until three or four o’clock. We are now in the final match of the
tournament and each pin might as well be worth a thousand dollars. We duck and weave
around each other, each neck craning to get the best glimpse of the ball rolling down the
lane.
“Sit! Stay! Hold! Push! Hit!”
We yell it all. They key is to be loud. Loudness builds excitement and excitement
fuels energy. Energy creates momentum to execute great shots. And great shots generate
even more determination to win.
We all want the ball to hit the pocket clean and flush. No risky business during
competitions. No throwing it out and letting it hang and die too early to leave a washout.
No one dares to throw it too far in where it could slice through the nose and leave a
gaping split on the deck. We only want makeable spares. A ten pin left from a good shot.
It’s doable. Come up a little light and leave a two pin? Go back and get it.

Be fearless. That’s our motto. Each shot is terrifyingly intimidating, but as
competitors we just feed off of that fear.
We know what we have to do. We are playing by heart and we have to win. We
don’t take losing lightly. If we do lose, we huddle around in a small tight circle and
determine what moves we have to make to win. There is no room for tears or bad
attitudes while we are at battle. The tears can wait until after. After we win. Because then
they are tears of joy. But I still don’t cry in bowling. There’s no room for it. There’s only
room for heart, dedication, and determination. Never doubt a shot or game until it is over.
Don’t cry over a frame that has already passed. Just continue on and win.
With competitive bowling, emotions are different. Happiness and joy are
experienced when we hear our names being called as the victors. When I hear my name
being called to receive the “Sportsman of the Tournament” award I’m ecstatic.
But the emotion is different than the excitement of bringing home a new puppy or
acing a test. This emotion is driven by determination and a desire to win. It is a desire
driven by determination to bowl the best possible games. This emotion is pride in myself
for winning.
It is quietly ferocious and lethal.
Boom.
The game is over.

A Feminist Reading of Dystopia in American Literature
Amy Nunes

Dystopia in American Literature is due to the blatant paradoxes, suppression
of women and duality of the sexes in overpowering utopian societies. Essentially,
because of human nature tainted by sin, Utopian dreams undergo significant damage.
The misogyny in male societies could not be more evident. We watch as the highspirited woman bruises herself against the narrow limitations of her sex leading
towards a self-destructive consciousness and an eventual dystopia.
The background of a few Utopian projects in the 19th century will give origin
to this “idealistic” mindset. First is the Brook Farm experimental community of
1841 alongside the contents of Hawthorne’s The Blithedale Romance. By trying to be
individualist to create the ideal society, their world is dismantled. “By insisting
upon a group environment for self-development, early Brook Farm was both an
expression of transcendental individualism and a reaction against it” (Guarneri 45).
Concepts of duality within the sexes and otherness lead to forms of
fragmentation between sexes and on a psychological level within the self. Women
breaking the silence and diminishing the division between the sexes can subvert this
apparent dystopia (Mohr 233). The Hunger Games surfaces a backlash against these
male ideals. Katniss is our heroine and uses her femininity to win and cause an
eventual uprising.
In Fanny Fern’s A Law More Nice Than Just, unjust and weird natures of law
under patriarchal societies are satirized.

Utopian experiments can easily slide into dystopia because of their
destructive nature. Charlotte Perkin’s Herland develops a female utopian
experiment. This challenges the political economy of woman. I also go into
Maragaret Atwood’s The Handmaid’s Tale and discuss how men’s laws control
women. Without completely dissolving the dualist order, feminist dystopias contest
the notions of unambiguity and authenticity that are generally part of the canon
under a male pretext. It goes against patriarchal societies but still keeps that sense
of dualism. I then discuss Hawthorne’s overall thoughts on the realities of human
nature as we are all tainted with sin. By Hawthorne using veiled language in his
novels, he is questioning his own senses as a human and humanity as a whole.
The “Middle Period” of American history, which is placed between 18201880, was a time of erratic social modification and experimentation. The country
was in its expansion, which generated antagonist social classes as a need for power.
Many did not desire an overly competitive society. In fact many became involved
with utopian socialist projects as a sort of backlash against the communist nature of
being for them. Carl Guarneri in “The Utopian Alternative” writes:

Utopian socialism enlisted thousands of supporters, spurred the
creation of dozens of cooperative experiments, and made surprising
inroads into northern public opinion—all in the hope of leading
America’s competitive society peacefully to a communal alternative.
(1)

The 19th century produced the most utopian projects ever recorded. Led by
concepts belonging to Karl Marx, Charles Fourier, Robert Owen and other socialists,
utopian socialism was created to design a more equal society that was orderly and
productive. In an economic world so highly focused on status and class struggle, the
goal was equality and efficiency.
Charles Fourier was the front man of this experiment. Fourier deducted that
the cure for an overly competitive society was to establish small cooperative
communities known as “phalanxes” even if that meant sacrificing social
independence. Each phalanx would contain 1,620 individuals (Guarneri 2). He
believed that a society ran off of one set of unifying laws would not only create a
congruent setting, but also industrial growth and development. People no longer
had to worry about social status; the elite worked alongside the lower class. Every
member was able to focus their energy entirely on their work. Fourier believed that
orderly cooperation directly related to operational success in the workplace and
society in general. The members of the utopia would thrive in their work and
therefore thrive in society as a unified entity.
In 1808, after his social philosophy was fully developed, Fourier began
writing and spreading his work throughout society. People were uninterested for
just over twenty years until an intimate group of humanitarian reformists would use
his models as a basis to many of their social maneuvers. In the early 1830s, Fourier
met a man that brought Fourierism to America. It was confidently received almost
instantaneously. In 1842, and ten years following, the eastern half of the United
States built nearly thirty phalanxes. This utopian movement spread rapidly like a

trend (Guarneri 3). One of the most notable communities of the time was the
brainchild of George Ripley and started out as a simulation of Transcendentalism.
Western Massachusetts’s Brook Farm was established in 1841 and converted to
Fourierism in 1844 as a communal research project. Once converted, Fourierism
became very popular in the eastern part of the nation.
Essentially, in this new system, the community would spread out labor
evenly throughout the community so civilians would still have time for literary and
personal endeavors. The goal was to have a strong industry without a misuse of
workers along with equality among the workers without impropriety. A concrete
sense of self was valued in the community. “Brook Farm’s practical arrangements
were designed with self-culture in mind” (Guarneri 49). With Brook Farm, Ripley’s
vision was to bond social classes but still give independence to create “cultivated
persons” (Guarneri 49). Civilians were allowed to own property in the form of
property shares. Brook Farm, along with many of these utopian societies was
agrarian. Fourierism claimed that working on a farm would distance the
communities from the market and keep them in touch with nature and moral
independence. Understanding the value of community and producing food to keep
that same community running was significant. Cooperation in social matters was
important despite the emphasis applied to individual discovery.
After a little over a decade, these reformed industrial worlds started to
collapse rapidly. This utopian experiment turned out to be provocatively
contradictory. Civilians began to realize that even though a strong emphasis was
placed on individuality, cooperation in the actual phalanx was not voluntary

(Guarneri 127). Workers began to fall behind and get frustrated with each other and
authority. As the people fell victim to these injustices, ineffective production
started to negatively effect the community. Everything the community once stood
for had collapsed. The movement was over. People began to descend back into the
world of competitive production.
As society in the late 19th century watches the decline of the “utopian dream”
it is hard not to consider why Brook Farm got involved with the project of
Fourierism in the first place. How did any communal undertaking, let alone
Fourierism charm this transcendental community? Transcendentalists lived by an
autonomous nature. They valued a sense of individualism in work and self. Brook
Farm lived by having every member of society work together as a team towards
ideal mass production. This juxtaposition presented a very curious paradox of the
time and eventually why Brook Farm failed and slipped into dystopia. Brook Farm
promised everything from individual growth to inner reflection. There was an
evident sense of self-culture for self-development but it still did not work towards a
successful and workable community (Guarneri 45).
In understanding any deconstruction, one must first evaluate its
construction. A foreshadowing to Brook Farm’s demise is Emerson and
Hawthorne’s involvement and eventual rejection to the society respectively. The
idea was to construct a model society to provide economic strength to its members
and a free, comfortable environment under certain restraints. Ideally, the
relationship between intellectual and manual laborer would flourish creating a
more wholesome environment lacking competitiveness. Yes, a venerable idea, but

humans are competitive and controlling by nature. Undermining this fact by trying
to eliminate competition completely is ignorant and destined to fail.
Ripley was close with many Transcendentalists as they become captivated by
his project. In particular, Ralph Waldo Emerson was very intrigued by his utopian
experimentation. Ripley took advantage of this and wrote to Emerson asking if he
could join the community of Brook Farm. In the letter, he attractively describes the
goal of the community as “a society of liberal, intelligent, and cultivated persons,
whose relations with each other would permit a more simple and wholesome life,
that can be led amidst the pressure of our competitive institutions” (Guarneri 48).
Emerson did not buy his ploy and denied entering the community. Nathaniel
Hawthorne, on the other hand, decided to venture into Brook Farm. A fictionalized
portrayal of his time spent on Brook Farm was written by Hawthorne and entitled
The Blithedale Romance. Shortly after joining, he realizes that linking with any type
of community crushes any promise of an individual soul.
Nathaniel Hawthorne’s The Blithedale Romance epitomizes the effect of
utopia on the human spirit. Much to the creators’ dismay, as the literature discussed
in this paper suggest, these “perfect environments” can easily spiral downward into
an oppressive state of dystopia due to an intense sexist nature and overpowering
authority. Over surveillance and authority does not cause order and perfection, but
instead rebellion and chaos.
In the mid-18oos, in the utopian community of Blithedale, Miles Coverdale,
embarks on his quest in search for an improvement on life through his immersion
into a Utopian community with an agrarian lifestyle. Coverdale is introduced to

many mysterious characters in the novel. Hawthorne’s veil is his famous literary
device used throughout several of his works to show withdrawal and human flaw.
Several characters in The Blithedale Romance possess elements of this veil. In a
withdrawn society that is supposed to be united by their withdrawal, everyone
becomes alienated and distanced. The community eventually slips into dystopia
with a severe disconnect because of the veiling. In chapter XIII, Zenobia recalls a
legend about the Veiled Lady entitled “The Silvery Veil.” Zenobia describes the
lady’s past without actually revealing her identity. This not only questions our
senses as readers but also acts as a removal from the text. This removal harps on
Blithedale’s removal from society and how they have veiled themselves as a
complete unit from society.
This veil is a reoccurring element with many characters in The Blithedale
Romance. Priscilla’s father, Mr. Moodie is an ambiguous character. He is literally
veiled by the eye patch that he wears everyday. Moodie is often ridiculed for his
inability to reveal his entire face to the public domain as a true man. Coverdale
specifically depicts Moodie to be cowardly and womanlike as he cowers behind his
eye patch. This veil creates controversy among the community and contests gender
roles. The characters together reveal that the whole community seems to be
withdrawn from life as a masquerade of sorts; Westervelt’s and Hollingsworth are
no different. Roy Male in Toward the Wasteland: The Theme of the Blithedale
Romance writes:
Westervelt’s gold teeth reveal him to Coverdale as a humbug whose
‘face, for aught I knew, might be removable like a mask.’

Hollingsworth’s mask is his philanthropic project: ‘You are a better
masquerader that the witches and gypsies yonder.’ Zenobia tells him:
‘for your disguise is a self-deception.’ (280)
These character’s masks depict them as breaking away from utopian ideals and
causes much speculation and controversy. By many characters having a veil in some
component of their life, Hawthorne is showing human nature to be tainted and
unable to have and live in a “perfect society.”
At times, the reader may spectacle if the characters, namely, Coverdale are
trying to diminish this utopian experiment. With instances in the novel, Coverdale is
caught glancing at the world outside Blithedale, which suggests his longing for a
world other than the utopian community in which he is enveloped. When Coverdale
fixates on Zenobia’s sexuality he is inadvertently committing an act of rebellion.
Zenobia herself represents the non-virginal, tainted lifestyle, while Priscilla
represents the virginal lifestyle as the “Veiled Lady,” which produces the utopianperfection. By encouraging Zenobia’s sexuality, Coverdale is going against the
values of the utopian society. In Fantasies of Utopia in The Blithedale Romance,
Lauren Berlant writes, “The virgins untouched hymen is the only barrier that
protects us from the death of our own utopian desires” (32). A female virgin
represents a lack of worldly knowledge, which makes her more likely to succumb to
utopian demands. Once the world imposes itself on a woman, she loses sight of the
“utopian perfection” and dystopia can occur.
Coverdale is often found voicing his opinion of many social issues. When in
an argument with Hollingsworth, Coverdale says:

I should love dearly- for the next thousand years, at least- to have all
government devolve into the hands of women. I hate to be ruled by
my own sex; it excites my jealousy and wounds my pride. It is the iron
sway of bodily force, which abases us, in our compelled submission.
But, how sweet the free, generous courtesy with which I would kneel
before a woman-ruler!"(Hawthorne 112).
Yes, Coverdale is in support of a woman expanding beyond her normal “sphere,” and
may seem to be in support of women’s rights, but he focuses too heavily on the
sexes as different entities. In this quote, it seems as though Coverdale is trying to
destroy the typical structure of society by diminishing sex differences. Even so, he is
fixating solely on the female, still creating as dichotomy. He creates a duality
between the sexes, which eventually leads to Zenobia’s demise, and the overall
collapse of Blithedale.
Following along this feminist subtext often found in utopian societies is the
workings of The Handmaid’s Tale by Margaret Atwood. This author develops a
post-modernist world where a depletion of resources and destruction of
environment causes the Republic of Gilead to reconvene towards an alternative way
of life. A military dictatorship invades and implements a strict caste system based
on the Old Testament. In this fallen, utopian community, the people are run by
ritualistic, violent and misogynistic values. By the destruction of the environment,
Gilead inadvertently destructs their population, namely women. Fertility rates drop
and women’s working ovaries become a viable importance. To build the population,
women are denied jobs, money and property to become full-time handmaids. These

handmaids are degraded to a life revolving around the concept of being solely a
procreative being. “The handmaids are de-sexed, dehumanized and are forbidden
choice and desire. They are not supposed to think and feel” (Atwood 7).
Our protagonist, Offred is a thirty-three year old handmaid with a troubled
past, present and future. As a handmaid, she is assigned to birth a child for the
Commander Fred and Serena Joy, who were deemed infertile. Offred is forbidden
the right to have control over her body and womanhood. She is even stripped of her
name. She performs impersonal, wordless sex with the Commander while she is
holding hands with his wife. If a handmaid is unable to get pregnant in her allotted
time period she is seen as unwomanly. The blame is never placed on the male and
his inability to impregnate. When describing her status Offred says, “we are two
legged wombs, that’s all: sacred vessels ambulatory chalices” (Atwood 146).
Even though Offred lacks the opportunity to perform humanly endeavors
such as the building of new relationships (in public), she begins to define herself and
grow as a woman as she observes other women in her life. Her mother is a female
activist and is known for her independent spirit. At the start of the novel, Offred is
ashamed of her mother and doesn’t understand her “boisterous pursuits” as a
woman. As Offred grows and develops she begins to understand her mother’s
motives and how a lack of right’s can severely alter one’s life. At times, the only
benefactor getting Offred through her days is the thought of seeing her husband and
child again. With this, Atwood suggests that people will tolerate oppression
cooperatively as long as they see even the smallest glimpse of freedom in the
foreseeable future. Offred eventually realizes that she is living an unjust life and her

future is quite unattractive. Her relationships with Nick and Commander are acts of
defiance. Like in The Blithedale Romance, expression of sexuality is seen as going
against utopian ideals. Virginity and detached sex are principles of an “ideal society”
in these novels. In both circumstances, women are stifled and controlled. They are
repressed women and unaware of the injustices they are faced with. This feminine
behavior will make for an ideal society with no questions asked. Once these
repressed women become aware of the inequalities, they begin to stand up for
themselves, which eventually causes an uprising and an eventual dystopia.
In comparison to Katniss in The Hunger Games and the woman in A Law More
Nice Than Just, Offred in much less working towards her own freedom. She has an
internalized social resistance towards the end of the novel but it is never vocalized
as she continues to adhere to the traditional stereotypes of feminine behavior.
Offred differs greatly from the insubordinate acts of Fanny Fern’s character
in her article, A Law More Nice Than Just. Fern satirizes the standards of women in
a male dominated society, mostly surrounded by clothing. The main character
decides to act out her beliefs when she read about a woman getting arrested for
wearing male clothing. She decides to tell a funny tale of how she put on her
husband’s clothing and went strutting around town. This small act of defiance
epitomizes the problem with an overly suppressed, totalitarian state.
“Many of the features of Gilead are familiar to the reader of dystopian fiction:
the lack of freedom, the constant surveillance, the routine, the failed escape attempt
and an underground movement called Mayday” (211). Offred’s journey in A
Handmaid’s Tale illustrates a vision of gender politics and duality in a fallen utopia.

When a society has a distinct duality between sexes, it cannot survive and
will eventually fall into a dystopia. Even in a matriarchal society composed of all
women, the ideal society will eventually fall. Charlotte Perkins Gilman’s Herland is
an example of this occurrence. The experiment of an all-female society challenges
the political economy of women by completely removing men from the equation.
This nightmarish future of “the dystopia” is often born due to contemporary
culture’s tendency to dichotomize the sexes and suppress women. Herland is a
world where women are everything. They create an idealistic world rid of disease,
violence and terror. Still the world seems to be void and ends up failing as a society
in the novel.
On the surface this world seems perfect. Without completely dissolving the
dualist order, feminist dystopias contest the notions of unambiguity and
authenticity that are generally part of the canon under a male pretext. It goes
against patriarchal societies but still keeps that sense of dualism. Because of the
community’s removal from society, they are still distancing themselves from men,
hence creating a dichotomy between the sexes and an eventual dystopia will occur.
In a world of corruption, an all-female society emerged as a young girl
impregnated herself, without contact with a man. This element of “solo
reproduction” became the foundation for this society as every woman inherited the
trait after the first occurrence. As the society developed, Herland became an ideal,
orderly, and overly competent place to live, free of competition and crime. They
were essentially a family of women living towards the greatest good of everyone.

Interestingly enough, Herland placed a huge significance on the role of the
woman in the home. Childbearing was essential and a woman’s primary duty as
citizen.
This novel is framed by having three men named Terry, Van and Jeff, venture
into this foreign world of Herland. They are engulfed in their culture and perplexed
by it all at first. The men eventually learn to appreciate the social regime of Herland
to the point of viewing it as an “absolute paradise.” In exchange, the women learn of
the outside world they have never witnessed and become just as mesmerized. The
women are appalled to hear about the horrors and injustices of the modern world.
They particularly see how women are exploited in the workforce of a money-driven
society and how this ideal is much different from the subordinate, maternal figure
one is called to be in Herland. Female roles in both societies can be seen as unjust.
The women of Herland realize the lack of men in their culture. They believe
that the society would benefit from a male contribution. Libby Falk Jones comments
on the significance of the male figures in her work, Feminism, Utopia and Narrative:
The three male visitors to the all-female society represent three
modern male chauvinist attitudes towards women; Jeff is the
chivalrous idealist, Terry the domineering adventurer, and Van the
naïve and detached scientist. Similarly, the women of Herland, who
are shown to be strong, capable, graceful, confident, intelligent, and
caring, are presented as ‘a unit, a conscious group’; even Ellador, the
most individualized, ‘thinks in we’s.’ (Jones 117)

Herland was built off the idea of the individualist spirit as a woman. Even so, their
ideals in this society lean towards a totalitarian humanity with dominating rules.
Gilman’s fictionalized society is unjust because women are unable to achieve their
full potential. They are too focused on “women’s work” and are in turn stuck in this
domestic sphere and seen as a male’s lesser.
The relationship development between the male and female characters in
Herland speaks largely on human nature. The relationships show the difficulties
that occur when women demand equality. Initially, Terry, Van and Jeff find it
difficult to approach Celis, Alima, and Ellador without an overall misogynistic view
of female inferiority and male dominance. The men instinctively step into the
dominant role of each relationship and the women do not understand. They see
themselves as equals. Each male demonstrates a certain level of adaptation with his
respective “Herlandian” relationship. Jeff approaches Celis as a chivalrous male and
seems to be in touch with the Herland ideals. He supports the Herland principles
that say sexual activity should happen on solely a procreative basis. His downfall
comes with him placing women on a pedestal, which comes across as patronizing to
Celis. Terry ‘s approach with Alima is much different. She tries to convince her that
men should have a passive partner, obedient to him as master. Alima is intrigued by
his aggressiveness, but also cautious of his potential destructive nature. Eventually,
Terry becomes abusive when trying to convince Alima to have relations with him,
where she is forced to protect herself physically. This happening ends in the men
being exiled from Herland. Van and Ellador prove to have the best relationship out

of the three. Their partnership grows into actual love where they have a desire to
have sexual relations because of sheer attraction, and to help the community.
By Gilman building a female utopia and then proving its ineffectiveness,
shows the flaw in human nature. We are unable to live in an ideal society when
gender is dichotomized and people are controlled. As Jones suggests:
The narrative frame helps us to see that Gilman is not offering Herland
as a viable alternative to twentieth- century patriarchy—she is not
suggesting that men be eliminated. Instead, her imagined gender-free
society works satirically to explode our patriarchal conditioned
assumptions about women and to indict male-dominated society,
which, in addition to limiting women’s development, has resulted
chiefly in combat, disease and poverty. (118)
Even by dismantling a patriarchal society, utopia still seizes to exist because our
tainted human nature and inability to recognize equality. By nature, we are
competitive beings that search for dominance and direction.
This 19th century idea of a feminist utopia has traveled into modern fiction.
Suzanne Collins writes a young adult science fiction, dystopian series called The
Hunger Games that grapples with the same ideals of suppression, duality of the sexes
and abuse of power. The series contains three novels entitled The Hunger Games,
Catching Fire and Mockingjay.
Collins develops the totalitarian nation of Panem whose present-day is
dictated by the events of their past. The wealthy Capitol is in control of the 12
districts that range in different levels of poverty. There was supposedly a 13th

district but it was eliminated in an uprising against the Capitol that occurred ages
ago. The 13th district is a symbol that illustrates to the people of Panem the
consequences of defiance. This uprising is what surfaced the event of the “hunger
games.” One girl and one boy between the ages of 12 and 18 are to be chosen
randomly in an annual “reaping” to decide who plays in the games. The tributes are
placed into an arena and called to fight to the death, with one person as winner.
Collins writes in The Hunger Games:
Taking the kids from our districts, forcing them to kill one another
while we watch – this is the Capitol’s way of reminding us how totally
we are at their mercy. How little chance we would stand of surviving
another rebellion. Whatever words they use, the real message is clear.
‘Look how we take your children and sacrifice them and there’s
nothing you can do. If you lift a finger, we will destroy every last one
of you. Just as we did in District Thirteen’ (76).
The Games not only reinforce the Capitol’s control, but also strengthens the
country’s sense of male dominance. The Capitol has absolute control until a female
character is introduced and changes the dichotomy and sense of otherness in the
districts. Katniss gives her home, District 12 a voice as well as the entire city of
Panem.
Katniss Everdeen rises as our heroine. She inadvertently leads a revolt
against her fallen city of Panem in the hopes of freedom and life without the hunger
games and poverty. It is interesting that Collins builds the character of Katniss
around “typical” male dominating characteristics. She is powerful, athletic, can hunt

and skillfully use a bow. Despite these qualities, in the end, it is her sexuality as a
woman, feminine power and wit that overthrows the city of Panem. When Katniss is
in the arena, she must survive by utilizing her feminine traits. Her romance and
vulnerability end up saving Peeta and herself.
In the beginning, we learn that Katniss’s father has passed away and she has
assumed the role of control in her household. Katniss learns to hunt and trade the
game she kills to keep her family fed and alive. Throughout the series we see
Katniss being surrounded by “masculine” themes of violence, gore and arson—all
masculine themes. Her mother was in a debilitating, fragile state when she lost her
husband and Prim was living naively in the shadows as a little girl. Katniss rises as
their leader. Her main prerogative is to protect her sister Prim and make for a
better life for her. She often times hides her fragility to stay strong for her family
and country. When Katniss volunteers as tribute to take Prim’s in the reaping, she
approaches her mother with how to handle herself. She explains to her the
importance of looking after Primrose, like that already wasn’t her prerogative as a
mother. Katniss says, “No matter what you feel, you have to be there for her, do you
understand? Don’t cry. Don’t” (15). Katniss puts her emotions in line and thinks
about the practicality of the situation. She doesn’t let herself be vulnerable about
the situation.
Katniss is a strong, independent girl with passionate emotions running
through her. With this concept, Collins suggests that, yes Katniss has all the traits to
assume a male dominating role and overthrow Panem, but it is her feminine traits of

emotion and sexuality that lead her to victory and success. At often times she
suppresses her emotions when they should be encouraged:
Prim, let go," I say harshly, because this is upsetting me and I don't
want to cry. When they televise the replay of the reapings tonight,
everyone will make note of my tears, and I'll be marked as an easy
target. A weakling. I will give no one that satisfaction. (11)
The country seeing Katniss cry would not show her vulnerability, it would express
her anger and displeasure with the system.
While in the arena, Katniss connects with Peeta Mellark. They play
themselves off as “star-crossed lovers” to get gifts from the sponsors who keep them
alive. Katniss uses her sexuality towards Peeta to create a romantic scene on screen.
Katniss leads Peeta in a suicide attempt saying that they would rather die together
then see the other one suffer. In this moment, they escape the games and see a
glimpse into a potential uprising. They change one thing that has been a constant
all these years in Panem and that’s the authoritative hunger games.
Katniss uses her sexuality as a device to cause the uprising and eventually
win against President Snow. This idea of sexuality surfaces once again. Like other
utopian literature discussed in this paper, expression of sexuality and freedom in
doing so is seen as an act against utopian ideals. Katniss defies the Capitol by
creating a love story between her and Peeta and subsequently saving them both
from the first games.
Dystopian literature serves a role in libertarianism. As we have seen through
the literature, powerful governments have a tendency of falling into disarray.

Recent popularity in dystopian literature, especially in Young Adult Fiction, serves
as an effort to inform our youth of unsettling worlds gone mad instead of “happily
ever afters.” When Katniss asks Plutarch if he is going to make another war at the
end of Mockingjay he responds:
Oh not now. Now we are in a sweet period where everyone agrees
that our recent horrors should never be repeated. But collective
thinking is usually short lived. We’re fickle, stupid beings with poor
memories and a great gift for self- destruction. Although who knows?
Maybe this will be it… Maybe we are witnessing the evolution of the
human race. Think about it. (380)
By human nature, humans are self-destructive by our competitive nature. Class
struggle will always be an issue if we keep thinking the way we do as humans.
Along with dichotomizing the sexes, we also dichotomize social class. This all stem’s
from human’s need for dominance and competition. We are competitive beings.
Trying to create a “perfect” society free from competition and social opposition is
unfortunately not possible.
As humans tainted by sin, we have a destructive nature towards each other.
As Hawthorne brought up in The Blithedale Romance and in several other novels
through his use of the veil, humans have innate original sin. By veiling characters
and events he is presenting this idea of ambiguity and questioning our senses as
humans in nature. We will always have the potential to slip into a totalitarian state
of disarray proved by the literature discussed in this paper.

Essentially, because of human nature tainted by sin, Utopian dreams undergo
significant damage. The misogyny in male societies could not be more evident as well
as the blatant power struggles. We watch as high-spirited women get stuck in the
narrow limitations of their sex leading towards a self-destructive consciousness and
an eventual dystopia. Even when a woman (i.e. Katniss) asserts her own dominance
in an act of rebellion, she cannot escape the system.
Hawthorne’s presence in Brook Farm testified it’s initial personal freedom
the community seemed to offer. He soon realized that any involvement in an
idealist community would result in a loss of self-reliance and independence. Selfculture was desired in all social regimes and Utopian projects discussed in this
paper. Paradoxically, by searching for independence through communal work and
strict guidance within these communities, independence was lost. Dystopia then
arose. Trying to create something as “perfect” as a utopian society is a betrayal
against man. We are tainted, imperfect individuals that should be placed in a society
allowed to have flaws. We are all meant to perform different tasks and receive
different wages. Humans are competitive by nature, removing them from their own
nature will cause dystopia.

“Mad-Speak” and Manic Prose: Nick Cave’s
Presentation of Insanity in And the Ass Saw the Angel
Laura Hardt

Language and narrative style have the capacity to both obscure and
illuminate, bringing readers deep within the world of a piece or isolating them from
it, providing insight into a character’s mind or presenting a false impression that
may or may not be dismantled by novel’s end. Generally, texts whose purpose is to
craft a coherent story generally elect control and functionality of language over the
oblique and confounding – but dense, muddled, and confusing phrasings are not
necessarily negative qualities for a narrative to have. If used correctly, the most
bizarre and puzzling choices in language and narrative structure can actually be a
boon for a given text, adding a sort of depth and richness that may not have been
present otherwise.
Nick Cave’s novel And the Ass Saw the Angel attempts to exist firmly within
the Southern Gothic tradition, pulling direct inspiration from canonized authors
such as William Faulkner, Cormac McCarthy, and Flannery O’Connor. However,
Cave’s novel seems to lack the careful construction and purposefulness of these
writers, with its graphic violence, constantly shifting tone, style, narrative voice, and
employing an utterly bizarre and arcane vocabulary. Although this may make the
work seem poorly composed and somewhat slipshod, the manic prose of Cave’s
novel is actually rather purposeful, presenting the mute Euchrid Eucrow’s decent
into madness in an evocative manner. As the narrator’s mind splits and crumbles,

so too does the text, in a more literal sense: constantly changing from poetic and
lofty to more direct and graphic prose, distinctions between first and third person
narrations becoming all but absent by novel’s end, and imagined and chimeric
words often replacing those that are genuine. Nick Cave’s seemingly frenzied and
random choices with regard to language and narrative structure may at first blush
seem inferior to the writers he draws inspiration from, but actually illustrate his
competence and creativity as a novelist in the Southern Gothic tradition, resulting in
a work that both exists within and seems to defy genre conventions, especially in
regard to stylistic choice.
Rather than choose to tell his story with one type of narrative style, Cave elects to
present Euchrid’s story through a variety of means, which add to the overall affect.
Shifting constantly from the first person to third person narration and back, with little
consistency in how each of these are stylistically composed, the prose is essentially
“split,” creating a sense of schizophrenia, which, while seemingly out of place at first,
comes to reflect (in literal terms, as well as within the narrative itself) the sinister
doubling taking place within Euchrid’s mind as his story unfolds. The choice to
alternate between these two narrative styles, on a basic level, makes logical sense –
scenes that Euchrid could not have been present for are narrated by a “neutral”
third party, providing needed information for the reader. However, in Cave’s
writing, this need not be the case. Often, third person narration recounts a scene
that Euchrid has taken part in, and has spoken of in his own voice. This use of
repetition is particularly evident in the final third of the novel, when the protagonist
is in his most debased mental state. The tone and content of the first person

sections versus those composed in the third person vary considerably as the novel
progresses, changing along with Euchrid’s mental state. Soon, the lines between one
sort of narration and the other break down completely. Are there really separate
first and third person narrators, or has everything that occurs in the story taken
place in Euchrid’s mind? Though the portions written in his voice are far from
trustworthy, can the reader place trust in portions taken from the point of view of a
supposed outside narrator? Are narrative events recounted in the third person
simply a product of a diseased mind? These questions take hold in the reader’s
mind early on in the text, as doubt is sown throughout about the speaker’s
credibility within Euchrid’s personal accounts and the omniscient narrator’s
observations.
Cave’s overall style, regardless of its position with a section narrated by Euchrid
or an outside speaker, seems to take on the air of a Biblical text, composed in grand and
lofty tones that evoke an air of the religious. Even when describing the most gruesome
and cruel acts imaginable, or the most mundane or disgusting of imagery, the prose
constantly retains this heightened quality that creates a sense of the sacred about the
everyday or debased. This style actually adds credence to the idea that the “delusions” of
the protagonist and his neighbors have grounding in some sort of truth: that they are
among those appointed by God in some capacity or another – a truth that is later exposed
as an utter falsehood. However, this style is not the only one employed throughout the
novel. The tone and prosaic style of And the Ass Saw the Angel swings like a
pendulum from high, lofty phrasing and lengthy poetic lines to a more direct
language (especially in more violent sequences) that does away with flowery

pretext and describes events and images with gut-wrenching honesty, removing any
sort of “romance” that was otherwise present. This constant shifting of style also
creates a sort of narrative doubling, much like the switch from first person to third
person narration, and is perhaps even more “disconcerting” and jarring than simple
change of voice. Where the changes in narrative voice are clearly demarcated
(which a new chapter heading, break between paragraphs, or difference in the
manner that the font is set), preparing the reader for the change that is to follow, the
shifts in style that occur take place without warning, suddenly descending from the
sacred to the profane and ascending once more. These alternations illustrate the
two “sides” of Euchrid: one, the figure “Chosen By God” to do “great things,”
reflective of his madness, and one that is disposed and violently psychotic, reflective
of the truth.
Nick Cave’s word choice and use of language and dialogue contribute to the
overall impact of his novel. Taking place in a secluded, backwoods, and fictional section
of the American South called Ukulore Valley (similar to Faulkner’s Yoknapatawpha
County), the vast majority of the characters are written as speaking in a “debased” and
low-class tongue that mimics local-color dialect as well as accent, with “ah” taking the
place of “I,” “mah” taking the place of “my,” as well as other accented phrasing such as
“unner” for “under.” Because of Cave’s Australian and British heritage, and lack of
knowledge of true speech affectations of this area of the United States, much of the
phrasing he elects to use does not ring as “true” to the South, and many a piece of slang
used are actually British in nature (such as “buggering,” meaning sodomy). Though
these particular word choices are certainly inauthentic, they do not take away from the

novel as a whole, and actually help to contribute to the strangeness that surrounds the
imaginary settlement that Cave has created, which seems to function in a vacuum
separate from all surrounding society. The narration, whether it be Euchrid’s or that
belonging to the outside narrative voice, consists almost entirely of an arcane and
middle English vocabulary that seems far too highbrow for the time and the area
that the story takes place (being the American South between the 1930’s and
1950’s). In addition, Cave creates an almost separate vocabulary that consists of
chimeric combinations of two or more words – these do not actually exist, and were
seemingly composed in the hopes of creating impressions and images that would
have been difficult to evoke with more normalized language. In fact, the same
argument could be said of the decision to use arcane words as well. Though there is
this constant use of “high” language, the narrative voice (either Euchrid or the
outside speaker) often “slips” into words (“fucken,” “cunt”) that sharply contrasts
earlier word choice in their vulgarity and ugliness. Again, this contrast creates the
idea of a sort of doubling taking place. Euchrid is a mute, and has learned to “speak”
within his head not only through listening to the speech of others, but through the
reading of the family Bible as well. Though this would seemingly account for his
“schizophrenic” vocabulary, it could also be argued that as a mute, Euchrid has
developed an entirely new style of language, unique to himself and his condition,
created out of necessity and the lack of a “real” voice. Ironically, though Euchrid
does not have the ability to speak, his narration is far more eloquent and poetic than
the speech of those who have the ability to use their voices. Characters who can
speak do so in a “debased” and dialect-heavy tongue, while Euchrid produces prose

with the soul of a mad poet. However, many Ukulites who feel themselves pious and
dutiful to God also speak in a heightened, verbose manner – a stylistic choice that
seems to reflect the patterns of dialogue in the works of Flannery O’Connor, where
those who are truly enlightened speak in a simplistic manner, and those who are
“lost” in some way express thought in haughty tones – in fact, Cave’s presentation of
this seems almost a reversal, until one realizes that Euchrid is actually mad, and
many of the townspeople that he encounters and interacts with are simply fanatical
and delusional25.
Though Nick Cave’s novel clearly takes on tropes of the Southern Gothic in
order to tell its story, it seemingly does not hold permanent residence within the
genre due to his strange stylistic and plot-related decisions in writing. Despite this,
And the Ass Saw the Angel owes its existence to the Southern Gothic, as well as other
literatures of terror and fear. The Gothic, in a general sense, was a term used as a
catchall for dark literature penned in excessive prose that focused on the
supernatural and the more unsettling side of human nature. According to David
Punter, related themes of “the exploration of paranoia, the fear of the intrusion of
the barbaric, and the alienation accompanying divisions between social groups”
(Punter 118) are common and often used in works of Gothic fiction. A more
“popular” and less literary genre of terror developed out of the Gothic, to be known
as horror. Though most critical texts attempt to separate the Gothic from horror
fiction, the two are essentially two sides of the same coin, with little difference
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Only two characters in the novel speak in the pure, direct, and simple manner that
O’Connor gifts to “enlightened” characters – and, in truth, these are the only two
truly “sane” and innocent characters in the novel.

separating them. Though horror has the reputation of using more direct and
graphic prose to produce a strong emotion on the part of the reader, a trait that
Cave seems to have taken much influence from for his own writing, Gothic and
horror function within the same sort of settings, feature the same sort of characters,
and espouse similar cultural ideals. According to Clive Bloom, in his definition of the
Gothic, despite their gory nature and often a focus on the occult, these sort of novels
tend to be among the most conservative, “restoring things to the status quo and
dedicated to the ultimate return to normalcy” (Bloom 13): a supernatural force or
evil individual is treated as a deviant that must be stopped and “corrected,” and by
story’s end, good conquers all (there are few exceptions to this pattern).
When the Southern Gothic was developed as a new and unique offshoot of
the older tradition of the Gothic novel, it seemed to share little in common with its
ancestor and predecessor. This uniquely American take on the genre did away with
all the supernatural trappings of the Gothic, placing its narratives firmly within a
world that could conceivably be looked upon as existing in the “real world.” Gone
were the decrepit castles and mansions serving as housing for a myriad of ghosts
and creatures of the night, sent to torture a largely respectable cast of characters.
Instead, the locations and terror seemed closer to home: small towns, farms and
backwoods hovels were the setting for unimaginable atrocities perpetrated not by
monsters, but by humans who had fallen into the deepest possible depths of
depravity. Often, the characters “fighting against” these villains were just as
questionable or morally reprehensible as those they hunted, grotesque in their own
ways. Ugliness came not from imaginary beasts, but from the deformed

appearances or moral character of the denizens that populated these worlds.
Though not explicitly stated, it is often implied that for a work to be characterized as
Gothic, it need have a connection to the occult or supernatural. However, Terry
Heller suggests that this need not be the case – if a “tale is completely free of
supernatural occurrences, it gains the advantages of using such occurrences in the
narrator’s hallucinations” (Heller 28). This is often the path taken by writers of the
Southern Gothic, Cave included. Unlike the more “conservative” Gothic and horror
traditions that they pulled inspiration from, writers of the Southern Gothic
introduced ambiguity into their work that lead to questions of ethics and justice –
the villain was not always reprimanded for his crimes, the innocent were often
unfairly punished, and life would never “go back to as it had been” before whatever
calamity took place. If the Gothic and horror explored the darkest aspects of human
nature in a manner that reassured the reading public, the Southern Gothic
illustrated the possibility for true darkness in every human heart, and that said
darkness might never be extinguished.
It is this brand of the Gothic that most fascinated Nick Cave, who took its
themes, setting, and stylistic tropes to use for his own devices in his novel. The
musician Nick Cave, known best for his work with the seminal post-punk outfit the
Birthday Party and later the Bad Seeds, held a fascination with the Southern Gothic
that flooded his compositions both sonically and lyrically. Having no academic
“training” in this literature and drawing inspiration primarily from blues recordings,
murder ballad broadsides and the novels of Faulkner, McCarthy, and O’Connor, Cave
constructed an image of the South that was uniquely his own: one that did not

accurately reflect the realities of this area of the United States as it currently was (or
had ever been). These obsessions peaked in 1988 with his writing and publication
of a novel that attempts to firmly situate itself within the Southern Gothic tradition,
And the Ass Saw the Angel. Though And the Ass Saw the Angel is rife with violence,
depravity, and the grotesque – it is not filtered in a manner that washes the blood
and raw emotional impact from the prose that many “traditional” Southern Gothic
novels do. Rather, Cave combines the poetic, “high art” qualities of canonized
Southern Gothic novelists with the graphic and emotionally driven writing of a
popular horror writer. This “mixing” of seemingly disparate styles was nothing new
for Cave, as his lyrics tend to mirror this combination of “high” and “low” cultural
references, themes, and styles. Instead of simply recycling the ideas found in the
literatures of terror that he pulled inspiration from, Cave adds his own voice to the
mix, creating a new brand of the Southern Gothic that is completely unique – a kind
of postmodern pastiche rather than a direct and derivative genre writing exercise
on his part.
The order of the presentation of scenes and narration of the novel is crucial
to understanding how Cave was able to present a decent into madness. In his
definition of the Gothic, Allan Lloyd Smith suggests that this exercise “whereby the
protagonist’s madness destabilizes narrative” (Smith 4) is often used in classical
tales the Gothic to great effect, and in Cave’s hands it is no exception. And the Ass
Saw the Angel is divided into four sections: a prologue, and three separate “books”,
entitled “The Rain,” “Beth,” and “Doghead,” respectively. In her analysis of the novel
as a work of “fragmentation and excess,” Carol Hart refers to these divisions that

separate the narrative as evoking notions of a “careful assemblage of
parts…whereby the act of describing entails a disassembling of parts before [they]
are reassembled into something constituting a whole” (Hart 98), bringing to mind
the myriad narrative choices that Cave exercises may appear disjointed, but
contribute greatly to the end result. The prologue and first two “books” appear and
function “normally,” divided into chapters with clear demarcations between
sections narrated in the first person and sections narrated in the third person.
Though there are indications throughout the first three sections (present in the
actual narrative in terms of actions taken and thoughts harbored by the narrator, as
well as the language used to describe these) that the narrator may not be
trustworthy and is a victim of slowly slipping sanity, this fact does not become truly
apparent until the final section of the novel, where the prose becomes its most
“mad” (along with the character’s actions in the plot), breaking down completely
and splintering in conjunction with the narrator’s fragile psyche.
Euchrid’s speech generally consists of arcane language and poetically
structured phrases and sentences. When it becomes clear that Euchrid has grown
truly psychotic, the once fluid and essentially “beautiful” (despite dialectical
affectations and curse words) language disappears, the sentences becoming clipped
and shorter, sometimes consisting of only one word, or growing much longer,
occasionally taking up to a page. Words and phrases are repeated in small
groupings, usually three times. The use of exclamations becomes more marked and
increased, and direct address of the reader becomes constant, rather than a stylistic
choice that creeps in every so often (almost as though the narrator is “hallucinating”

the existence of his listeners, which would make sense, given his status as a mute).
During the prologue, Euchrid’s language consists almost entirely of what shall be
referred to heretofore as “mad-speak,” most likely due to the fact that
chronologically, his place in the narrative during the prologue would be at the literal
end of his story arch – by this point, he has fallen completely into insanity. He
begins to recount his life story, which makes up the narrative of And the Ass Saw the
Angel, beginning with his birth and infancy. Euchrid speaks of these events as
though he had a direct recollection of them, which is, of course, impossible. It is not
as though he could “remember” these events through his parents’ eyes, by way of
their recollections to him of the specifics of the events – it is clearly established that
they were abusive and paid little attention to him, so why would they take the time
to tell him of his birth and early childhood? Because of this, these “memories,” in all
likelihood, are either entirely false or creations based on pure conjecture. The
manner in which Euchrid recounts these events is of the same harried and chopped
style that characterizes his “mad-speak” – they are only products of his imagination,
though he thinks of them as reflective of reality, and the narrative style used to
speak of these falsehoods accurately reflects his deranged state as he brings them to
mind.
The recollections themselves are occasionally coherent, painting a sad and
brutal picture of abused infancy, but more often than not, they become almost
dream-like and surreal in their strange reflection of somewhat naturalistic speech
and thought patterns. Even in his most deranged musings (more so than in his more
sane narrative passages from the novel), Euchrid’s style of narration clearly mimics

the manner in which the thoughts and speech affected by most people seem to be
produced. This does not read as “stream of conscious,” but rather almost as a
careful study of “proper” and “natural-sounding” dialogue, seemingly only able to be
acquired by one who is fated to spend his life listening, never responding. When
Euchrid recounts his discovery of his muteness as an infant, his narration seems to
mimic the simplistic, rushing thoughts of an infant concerned with only finding
warmth and sustenance, and the sudden shock of confusion and numbness
afterward when he finds that he cannot call out to his parents:

Rather ah decided to make a bit of a ruckus – … so ah filled
mah lungs with air and howled and howled and screamed
and raged and gnashed and yelled…and, of course, my
embranglement of words – O how they rolled off mah
tongue – O how they gushed from mah mouth – great bloody
words torn from the pit of mah belly – in spite of all mah
whoop and holler…in spite of it all…
Not a peep of sound did ah make…
No, not a peep of sound did ah make (Cave 13-14).

These run-on lines, fevered listing of words and phrases, and most of all, the dashes
that insert sudden and violent pauses into lines that run headlong to their
conclusions are indicative of Euchrid’s “mad-speak” at all points in the novel, and
seem to call out for the reader’s attention – grabbing hold of the eye and inner ear
and “screaming” in a manner that his absence of a voice never allowed him to.
Juxtaposed with this, in alternating chapters, is a narration in the third
person that is at once flowery and poetic as well as clinical and detached, presenting
the history of the fictional Ukulore Valley and Euchrid’s family history. These
descriptions help to situate the reader in the purely imaginary locale of the story,

giving anecdotes of the antics of certain citizens, vivid depictions of the landscape,
and cementing the common beliefs of Ukulore Valley’s denizens, fleshing this world
out in a manner that makes its existence seem more plausible and genuine. The
language often takes on the style of a considerably older text, addressing the reader
directly and often “instructing” said reader to visualize certain images: “As we pass
above, we see a line of torches winking beneath the dark canopy, moving inward…in
a thin ribbon of light” (Cave 7). Occasionally, arcane narrative devices such as the
inclusion of fictional “historical writings,” newspaper accounts, and religious
documents in order to create a sense of “realism” are given large sections of a
chapter or entire chapters unto themselves. Often written in a more clinical, distant
manner than the third person sections that purely serve to provide relevant
character background and further the plot, these “collected clippings” of Ukulite
history seem to create another layer of narration, one that is only present in the
prologue. The inclusion of these sections begins to create a profound sense of
division and schizophrenia in the text that will only increase as the book continues.
The narration of an outside speaker during these sections of the text is almost
consistently lofty and somewhat cold, bringing to mind the style used by Faulkner.
This is in extreme and sharp contrast to Euchrid’s direct, feverish style of narration
that surrounds it. The prologue’s clear divisions between the fluid, detached
elegance of the third person and manic, verbal violence of the first are the only place
in the text where these clear stylistic divisions exist. Once the novel begins in
earnest, these metaphorical partitions that separate style and narrative voice begin
to corrode and combine.

As Euchrid’s narration of his “life story” continues into the first and second
“books” of the novel, events that occur throughout the section would have taken
place during moments of his life that he could feasibly remember with relative ease,
ranging from late childhood through adolescence and his teenage years. Though he
is narrating from the perspective of his “diseased” mind at the end of his life, the
events he speaks of are written about in a more poetic and controlled manner that
does not reflect the “mad-speak” produced at the end of his life, and reads more like
an emotional rendering of the flowery third person narration found in the prologue.
Presumably, this more “measured” form of speech is more in keeping with what
would have been his linguistic thought patterns during his late childhood and
adolescence, up into his early teen years. Euchrid’s memories are at their most vivid
during this section, recounting even the most mundane of events with weight and
carefully observed detail. This choice seems to reflect the writing of Cormac
McCarthy, in his similar heavy and sinister treatment of events that are essentially
commonplace. Much like McCarthy, through Euchrid’s narration, Cave imbues the
unsettling into the average. When the rain that is to be the scourge of the Ukulites
for several years begins to fall, Euchrid’s narration describes the coming of clouds
and a change in the atmosphere with the severity and import of a Biblical
catastrophe:
The air had turned tactile and tinted red…there was an
electricness about it…It kinda oozed – this air – oozed into mah
lungs, soupy and reeking of evilness…There in the very blood of
the air ah could sense the most hell-born forecast, hear the murky
rhymes beneath…hear the beat of its breath…feel its plodding
pulse, now fuller still, its pounding! This special evil…and this
special air tensed to receive it. (Cave 59)

The air itself becomes an object of flesh and blood to Euchrid, seemingly possessed
and controlled by an unknown and malevolent force. Thunder takes on the role of
this new, sinister creature’s heartbeat and steady, measured breath. An average
thunderstorm becomes an image of hell and terror in Euchrid’s young eyes. Though
the passage seems to have the same hallmarks of his “mad-speak,” with the
exclamations and dashes that break up his phrasing, this account is more controlled
and poetic than his earlier, messier remembrance. There is a purposeful rhythm
and repetition, a slowness that reflects the menacing approach of what would prove
to be a disastrous natural event. Euchrid’s narrative voice is of this nature when he
describes his most innocent and “sane” years, hinting at the madness to come with
certain elements of his distinctive manner of “speech,” but the language and
phrasing are bizarrely lyrical and pleasant, contrasting the fractured and jarring
state it would fall into as his mind succumbs to madness.
The only times during these “books” when a more fevered style that is
anything like his true “mad-speak” emerges is when Euchrid finds himself in
situations of intense fear or when he is consumed by anger, hinting that he may
have had mental instabilities from an early age, and injustices in his childhood that
spurred these emotional outbursts perhaps led to his insanity. During these
miniature flights into madness, Euchrid’s thoughts tend to devolve to selfdeprecating in the extreme, convinced that he has “bad blood” in him that is
destined to brand him as a monster, leading to his self-mutilation to “rid himself” of
it:
Ah picked at the evil black crusts that capped each would with a
dead and ghastly crown…new blood would bubble…bright and red

at first but darking blackly at the heart to a grim crimson curd
finally to clot and harden, sick and black. Yes, sick and black. (Cave
112)
Though this remembrance affects the harried, fevered tone of his more deranged
recollections through lack of punctuation, the alliteration used (crusts, capped,
crown; blood, bubble, bright) indicates a greater sense of control over the narration
than in passages that consist of Euchrid’s true “mad-speak.” As the novel continues,
these sorts of self-loathing reflections increase in frequency, until Euchrid’s mind
eventually snaps, causing him to believe that just the opposite is true. Rather than
believe the unkind and abusive words of those around him, Euchrid comes to think
that his difference has offered him a position as “chosen by God to carry out His
work,” much like O’Connor’s Enoch Emery in her novel Wise Blood.
On the whole, the sections of narration told in the third person retain the
elevated and somewhat distant quality that they held during the prologue, but the
extreme definition between the two narrative patterns begins to slip. A more direct
and graphic style (as well as a marked tendency to list in one or two word
sentences) that is generally a defining characteristic of Euchrid’s first person
narration worms its way into the third person narration, and vice versa. When a
chapter narrated by an outside speaker describes the sanctuary from society that
Euchrid has found in a fetid swampland, it is done so with the characteristic
qualities of Euchrid’s narration:
He heard…the harping song of the tarantula, crouched in a
corner, plucking each dew-dipped string of his web. Nor did the
crackle of leaves in a stump’s hollow heart go unnoticed. Or the
bones and beaks of dead birds. The mad scrabble of a trapped
wing. Eggs opening. Nests burning….A squall. A trickle. A
shrill. (Cave 153)

Beginning poetically and flowery, then taking a sharp turn for the more direct and
succinct, by the end of this passage composed in third person narration, patterns
from Euchrid’s “mad-speak” have taken root. The lines descend from long and
flowing to clipped and terse, consisting of at most two words. The language has lost
its lofty style, devolving from descriptions of “dew-dripped strings” on spider webs
to clipped and incomplete images of nature at its most horrific, with dead birds and
burning nests. In this passage, the image of the swamp as an unlikely place of
beauty quickly becomes something sinister and unsettling, almost reflective of the
change in overall tone that the third person narration would undergo as the first
and second “books” of the novel proceed. As the style that characterized Euchrid’s
first person narration begins to seep into the third, the voice of the outside speaker
never regains its former qualities of the pure and lyrical, at least in the capacity that
it held at the start of the novel. As the second “book” winds to a close, the barriers
holding Euchrid’s madness at bay decay completely and eventually snap with the
destruction of his swampland “sanctum” at the hands of the violent and
misunderstanding townsfolk.
The third and final “book” of the novel, “Doghead,” illustrates the final
months in the life of Euchrid the mute. Consumed by a rage that cannot be quelled
and an uncontrollable madness, Euchrid’s narration grows steadily in its manic
nature, devolving from the fevered yet controlled state of his angry or frightened
musings in the second and third “books” to the completely unfettered, true “madspeak” that characterized his remembrances during the prologue. Euchrid’s now

completely disturbed mental state is reflected in the structure of this section as a
whole: the chapter divisions of the previous sections that generally demarcated a
shift in narrator from first to third and back again (though these shifts also took
place within chapters, marked by separate paragraphs split from the whole) are
gone. The section functions as a single “chapter,” and is referred to by Cave as
“Euchrid’s monologue.”26 It is this section of the book that details how Euchrid came
to be in the sorry and hunted state that he had found himself in at the start of the
novel. In terms of narrative, Euchrid’s actions and tendencies at their most morbid
and disturbed. His delusions and hallucinations have gone from mild to full-blown
and constant, and compose the vast majority of his musings and thoughts. Euchrid’s
newfound and firm belief in the reality of said delusions and hallucinations is
essentially what prompts him to commit the atrocities that lead to his eventual
“execution” at the hands of an angry mob that opens the novel.
The vast majority of the third “book” is written in the first person, with only
an occasional shift to the third. When this happens, it is usually for narrative
convenience and clarity, describing information and scenes that Euchrid could not
have possibly witnessed, but are essential for the reader to know in order to
understand the plot at this point in the novel. At this juncture in the narrative,
Euchrid is convinced that he has been appointed by God to carry out some rather
heinous crimes ranging from the torture of animals and humans, to the rape of a
young girl, to murder. Though he has a high opinion of himself, the “mad-speak”
that almost entirely composes this section (it becomes more fevered and like the
26
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opening passages as the narration continues) does not reflect this, as his earlier,
more controlled narrations would have. Rather than speak about his “divine
appointment” with the lofty and poetic tones of his earlier narration, Euchrid
describes his position as a sort of “King” with directness and in terms that make his
deeds seem as horrific as they actually are. Euchrid also seems to be aware that he
may be afflicted by mental failings, and discusses them in detail for the first time in
the text. His reflections on his perception of his madness are composed in an even
more fevered and muddled manner than ever before:
Have ah told you about the hellish fright of Deadtime? … Sun
serves, moon returns, searing time’s cope with their mad
flight, back and forth, to and fro, dark and light…An hour! A
day! Gone! Snuck past! Deadtime! Deadtime! Where do you
go? Who uses you, if not me? The killers and the killed.
Murdering of mah lifetime – mah living time...the insufferable
stretch of Time. Time lived. But what of deadtime, of all the
days unaccounted for? Where do they go? (Cave 291-292)

When describing his inability to account for several hours or even days at a time (a
phenomenon he calls “deadtime”), Euchrid’s narration reflects the confusion he feels
at this phenomenon, and openly questions its purpose and existence. He does not so
much muse as shout angrily with confusion and frustration about this disturbing
trend that he has noticed in his days. His sentences are short and clipped as they
always have been during periods of “mad-speak,” but the vast majority consists of
only one or two words – differing from the more varied sentence structure of his
narration earlier in the novel. The direct address of the reader in this passage is
common for this portion of the novel, and becomes a hallmark of his “mad-speak” –
Euchrid constantly “speaks” to the reader, which could be viewed as essentially

hallucinating the existence of person who has the ability to hear him and listen to
his tale, silently pleading in vain for the kindness and understanding that he has
never received (and never will, due to his actions). The tone of his narration shifts
from the pained and sorrowful (“Who uses you, if not me?”) to the angry and
confused (“An hour! A day! Gone!”) to the numb and accepting (“…the insufferable
stretch of time. Time lived”), illustrating a frantic mixture of powerful emotion in
simple and direct language. Euchrid’s “mad-speak” behaves much in this way for
the remainder of the novel – a harried and angry sort of prose, expressing confusion
and dismay at his fate.
Sections of the third “book” that are composed in the third person are few
and far between, and at first, stand in stark contrast to Euchrid’s “mad-speak” that
makes up most of this section. These sections appear in italics, and are at first easily
distinguished as separate from Euchrid’s principle first person narration that
dominates the third “book” of the novel. Though they generally recount events that
Euchrid was not present for, serving a simple and direct narrative-driven purpose,
strangely, many italicized third person sections simply reiterate scenes that Euchrid
has just described. However, the third person narration differs strongly from the
first in terms of content and overall tone. Where Euchrid tends to describe his own
thoughts and occasionally progress the narrative through descriptions of his
environment and actions in this section, the third person actually moves the plot
along. This narration will “take up” the description of situations and scenes that
Euchrid has “failed” to describe (as he had favored a recounting of his inner turmoil
over progressing the plot of the novel). It is almost as though the outside speaker

seems to recognize that Euchrid is too far gone to speak coherently and be a voice
that the reader can trust, and therefore narrates events and details vignettes that
Euchrid is essentially now incapable of articulating. Though Euchrid identifies
himself as a “King” and an individual who has been appointed and inspired by the
divine, his narration suggests that he may not actually see himself this way,
refraining from the more lofty and poetic phrasing that made up earlier musings in
favor of more direct phrasing that seems to ignore his inflated sense of self. Instead
of the sense of detachment and ambivalence towards Euchrid that had been present
in most earlier third person narrations, the outside narrator paints an image of
Euchrid and his deeds, no matter how vile, which matches the image in his head of
his divine appointment, as in this passage when he paces about his home, where he
now keeps a menagerie of tortured animals that he considers his “subjects” and
“servants”:
It was only then that the King deemed it appropriate to
stand…He paced a slow, thoughtful circle around the
room…He circled…and he seemed to be the focus of a
thousand beaded eyes that closed or gazed or crossed, each
according to its nature, as their King circumnavigated the
room one final time. He drew to a halt and considered his
surrounds. The animals, soothed, now slept. (Cave 293-294)
Euchrid is not referred to by his name, but by the title that he has given himself.
Though his actions are nothing of grand “importance” in this passage, the narrator
describes his walking about the room as though it were a task of extreme goodwill
and grandiosity, detailed with a sort of reverence and respect, as though awed by his
“majesty.”

As the novel comes towards its conclusion, the differences between Euchrid’s
first person narrative voice and that of the third person narrator become all but
absent. As Euchrid’s mind has crumbled and decayed, destroying the barriers that
prevented his more psychotic tendencies from seeing the light of day, so too do the
barriers that separate one sort of narrative style from the other. Aspects of
Euchrid’s more direct and manic form of narration make their way into the third
person, to the extent where it becomes doubtful if there was ever an outside
narrator at all:
For some a mere glance at the sky served to alert
them to the oncoming threat, and no sooner had
they looked up than they were looking down again,
their fury rekindled – for ah brought the rain, ah
bright the rain – …
Oh now ah know. Oh now ah know what’s
happening. (Cave 396)
As the novel comes to end where it began, with Euchrid waiting to meet his
fate, the third person narration alternates with the first person narration,
paragraph for paragraph, describing the same sequence of events from two
slightly differing perspectives. As the mob looks upon Euchrid one final time
before dousing him in gasoline and setting him alight, it begins to rain. As the
crowd recognizes this atmospheric change, the first person voice breaks into
the clearly marked third person narration – “for ah brought the rain, ah
brought the rain” even maintaining the same style of font that had come to
mark it as separate. With its intrusion into the third person, it becomes easy
to doubt if there had ever been a separate narrative voice at all. Has the
novel truly been the product of a single narrative voice, not two separate

ones? Was the “third person narration” simply the more controlled side of
Euchrid’s personality, manifesting itself as a separate entity within the
prose? As the psyche of the protagonist has destroyed itself, so too has the
physical, literal structure of the prose that tells his story.
Nick Cave’s novel And the Ass Saw the Angel may seem like a disjointed
work, stitched together from a variety of stylistic and narrative choices that
call attention to one another and do not seem to create a controlled and
coherent whole. However, Cave’s choices are far from random. His bizarre
and unique use of narrative style, language, and tone help to present for the
reader a harrowing and evocative account of the crumbling of a fragile mind,
one that is mirrored in the very text that describes this disintegration.
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Best War Stories
Baptism/Fire
William Sanchez
Like a swarm of angry bees unleashed into dead air,
the unrelenting zip, buzz, and snap penetrating my ears was
not bees, but the unmistakable sounds of incoming small
arms and machine gun fire.
In 2003, the southern Iraqi
city of An Nasiriyah was my baptism in fire, a personal
awakening that opened my eyes to life. Never before had I
experienced an emotional roller coaster between life and
death, but I knew I was where I was supposed to be.
Combat is irony.
It showed me terror and beauty.
The first time I escaped death and looked into the eyes of
men who weren’t looking back at me, I got it. The human
body is fragile. My body will die. It was in this Iraqi
city surrounded by death, that I understood life.
Combat is passion. A feeling that intensifies after a
night filled with wild firefighting against an enemy whose
sole purpose is to send me, my friends, and America to the
deepest recesses of hell.
Combat is darkness. Then darkness melts into the
sun’s pastel hues of pinks and oranges as it inches its way
into a new day. Fighting stops. My brothers and I
instinctively stop to share a long period of pure silence.
That rising sun represents one more day of life on earth.
Our ecstasy fuels the sun to grow brighter, stronger.
I am different. My selfish ways gone forever, like
the firefighting and darkness. Once I was selfish. I rarely
regarded another’s feelings, which I considered a waste of
time. Then I cheated death.
Then I realized I was no
longer living just for myself, but for the lives of the men
around me. Then I realized I could not bear living a
conscious life knowing I could have prevented another’s
death.
When I realized I could exchange my life to
preserve another’s, my selfish ways ended. That I knew I
was where I was supposed to be came as naturally to me as
the rising sun.
Combat is metaphor. I am a force of nature and a
human being. With my weapon and fellow warriors by my
side, we controlled the tempo of life.
We were
accountable to and for another. We were responsible to
make sure all of us returned home. Through this, I gained
a deep love for my brothers because I was my brother’s

keeper.
Exchanging “I love you” happened more times than
high fives.
People spend a lifetime trying to find true
love, but they look in the wrong places. For those
searching for love, it is waiting on the battlefield.
Combat is fear. Horror. Terror. I suffer daily with
PTSD, anxiety, and agoraphobia. I consider this an even
trade, a small price to pay for seeing my friends return
home from war.
Combat is power. It excites. Ignites. Yet, the
thrill I felt during combat did not come from being able to
take life, but to preserve it. I felt my role in combat as
a strong offensive presence and a form of peace.
I believe in peace. Now, home, I believe I am who I’m
supposed to be. I was made strong in combat. Reborn in
fire.

The Soldier
Andrew Polidore
The soldier marches steady,
Gripping his rifle, pretending he is ready.
Fighting for the land he calls his home,
Defending it with blood, sweat, and darkened chrome.
Thinking of those he has left behind
Sometimes wishing he could rewind time,
Until he glances at a brother’s face
And would choose to be in no other place.
A Band of Brothers, they share their thrills,
From the lowest of trenches to the highest of hills.
Together they march in freedom’s name,
Caring not for money or glory or false fame.
The wind is cold and the air is damp
As the soldier approaches an enemy camp.
Fear does not grip him, just a steady calm,
And the feeling of cold metal in his firm palm.
He prays to the Father and Son
As he cocks and loads his trusted gun
With a stone hard grip and a steady eye
The enemy falls as his bullets fly.
Until, with hot ammo whizzing through his hair,
He could not help but stop and at his brothers stare.
For like toy soldiers cast aside,
They lie on the hallowed grounds by which they died.
And with the fire in his heart now set
Our brave soldier fixes his steel bayonet,
Charging the enemy with a cry
As he bids the world one last goodbye.

Home
Thomas Burke

The first place my heart truly felt at home, Nawa, Afghanistan. Combat Outpost
Common Sense, surrounded my family of brother warriors. Dropped amongst a vast
landscape of lush farmland and complex canal systems, it took me some time to
appreciate my surroundings.
We 24 brave souls were responsible for a 30 square kilometer area. Day and
night we patrolled this land observing every minute detail, thoroughly examining the
hostile world around us.
The first change in us was when we began to live our lives dictated by the throes
of Mother Nature. Back in America days are 9-5 and then you come home and rest.
Here, we planned according to when the sun decided to emerge from its hiding place.
Here, our actions would be severely impacted by the waning and waxing of the moon. In
our past lives we had 24 hour days according to a watch and we had 30 day months
according to a calendar, but here living in tandem with nature it was different. Instead
of looking at a watch we would judge the angle of the sun, instead of looking at a
calendar we judged how much light the moon gave us and how long it would be until it
was full again.
Nestled in the heart of the Helmand province, Nawa had become a safe haven
for farmers seeking to grow and cultivate opium without the interruption from the
Taliban. Acres and acres of vibrant pink and purple poppies as far as the eye could see
dotted the green river valley. Walking through these farms every day was as hypnotic as

the narcotic it produced. The men who owned these farms were simple Muslims who
were happy and quite proud of their crops. Many maintained spectacular gardens with
flowers from around the world. At times during combat with bullets flying over my
head, the tropical and coral shades of these flowers would catch my eye. This glimpse of
beauty during chaos offered me a shadow of hope in impossible times.
It is not widely known that most of the farmland in Afghanistan today is thanks
to a US AID project in the 1950s that was started to channel the Helmand River into
smaller tributaries and irrigation systems for agriculture. The project was designed so
that the Pashtun people could experience some economic prosperity, but it had also
turned Afghanistan into the place where about 95% of the world’s opium is harvested,
which in turn would finance a war to defend their way of life. This canal system is the
paradigm of the whole province. It has shaped the tree lines of shaggy, unhealthy
spruces and created windy two sided roads separated by deep canals and wadis. Once
grand oaks and pines stood in Afghanistan rivaling the landscape of even Connecticut,
but their existence was decimated by a Soviet invasion looking to destroy as much
material as possible. The roads were soft with loose rock and sand that we liked to
describe as moon dust. When we stepped into it when it was dry it was like a powder,
but when it rained and became mud it was like quick-dry concrete. Many cold rainy
nights when the sky was blacker than the metal of my rifle were hampered by that
moon dust turned concrete that slowed the mobility of a group of 10 men to slow to a
crawl.

Nawa was my home. Whether we wanted to or not we were forced to live a life
prescribed by Thoreau. Everything we did was simple and deliberate. The ultimate goal
of every day was to see the sunset and after that to see the sunrise. This cycle of living
with the Earth brought me closer to its natural elements. I was not an exterior figure
exerting force into nature, I was a part of nature. I lived it. I was an extension of nature
and acted according to it.
In combat realities blended and I returned to a primal state that stems from
thousands of years of tribal warfare. The animal inside of me was released and allowed
to feed. In combat, no longer was I human, superior to nature, but an animal among
nature.

Untitled
Laura Hardt

I want nothing more than to tear the bread from their hands. I loathe them. The way
they slowly slice it, taunting me. They spread jam on each piece, preserves culled
from the choicest foreign fruits. This display is sheer torment: the table spread with
overflowing tureens and platters; their stomachs distended and near to rupturing.
They slowly masticate every morsel, forming pulpy masses in their mouths that are
only a tasteless reminder of food. I claw at my stomach, fighting back hunger pangs.
They mock my pain with every taste. I cannot recall the flavor of bread. Or the
comfort that comes from a meal shared with friends. They offered me a choice –
starve, or take part in this gluttony. Only now do I question my decision.

Best Horror Stories
Untitled
Laura Hardt
I tore the flesh from my fingers. Beginning at the tips, at the cuticle – pulling
backwards, removing one thin strip of skin at a time. The process is a slow one, and
painful besides, but I’ll achieve my goal soon enough. This is no passing fancy;
rather, the thought has possessed me for some time. I will emerge from this cocoon:
this shell, this body. But first, I must tear away the fragile casing. I’ve pulled away
the skin from my hand, stopping now at the wrists. It won’t be long now.

Hello, Evelyn
Amy Nunes
After hours of nailing and soldering, I wiped my bloody brow and lovingly ran my
cold stiff hands along the surface of my newborn looking glass. “Hello Evelyn,” I said
and then drew the red curtain that hid the mirror’s perfection and floated away.
Emerald was a divine dancer. She was light on her feet and a gift to the eyes; she
feverishly attracted any crowd. I would watch her in her boudoir, peeping past the
doorframe. Envious blood ran through my veins. Just sitting she was immaculate and I
couldn’t help but stare at her feet whenever she was near. Proportionate, petite and
attractive, they were. Shaped in such a customary way that empowered her craft. They
were narrow, but strong—what ballet called for. She was systematic and disciplined
since we were seven. Ballet was Emerald’s passion that defined her and deeply enhanced
her exquisiteness. She was recognizably a goddess. I am too--now.
I sat in the front row, corner seat of the dark theatre and meticulously watched
sweet Emerald. The sweat danced off of her like beating rain. It had an appealing
rhythm. I was studying enviously her fluid motions and how effortlessly she glided along
stage. My fixation was abstruse, I know. Everyone always applauded and my blood
would always stir. I was furious but my emotions went unseen. Why must she be
perfect, and I so far from? We are twins. My mother always sung of my
uniqueness. My clubfoot did not make me unique and I never truthfully trusted that
woman.
I ran my hands along the glass of the mirror. I love my reflection, now. I admit I
am enamored by it. I awake every morning, swipe back the blood red curtain and stare
into my looking glass, never long enough. This mirror reflected who I was. All other
mirrors lie to me. I avoid them. In my mirror, I am perfect and lovely. The mirror
diminishes my abnormality. My clubfoot is gone in its reflection and I am in love.
My parents pushed Emerald. She initially was sparked by the pressure and
worked harder with every critique. It eventually consumed her. Emerald has been dead
for 1 year. The wanted posters suggest that she will be back. I know she is gone. Our
19th birthday was yesterday. She dances only in our dreams.
She wanted the drugs to slacken. I was her enabler. I never participated, just
watched. We sat in my room as she slipped into that unconsciousness she had learned to
love. This time, I carefully wrapped her beautiful feet in a white tapestry. They had to
be unscathed. Preserved in their perfection. Drugged, unconscious and unaware was
she. Fueled by my repressed frenzy I stabbed her. One seamless puncture was all I
needed. The blood and water poured out.
Atrocity. I blush, I shudder, I grin. An insufferable pain invaded me. The blood
danced off of her like the sweat did when she danced. This time it was my beautiful
fault. The blood was a pounding rain, and it was angry.
I lifted her limp body and forcefully propped her behind the glass. I pressed her
insensible flesh to the back wall. The intermingling of her dried blood and the wet
plaster was the adhesive I needed. Her dead, lifeless body was propped up perfectly.
Cadaverously the mirror stood. I looked in, she looked out and it was perfect.
The acrid smell did not bother me. The crusted blood went unnoticed. I relished
the mirror- it was my everything. I slowly stared at myself from head to foot. My feet
were perfect. I looked in and felt as though I could exquisitely dance my way through

anything. “Hello Evelyn,” I said and then drew the red curtain that hid the mirror’s
perfection and floated away.

Let Me Tell You A Story
Gabby Washington
“Let me tell you a story.” A woman who was of natural grandmother age looked at her
grandchildren with the most earnest of grins. Tommy being the youngest at age 11 and Isabella
being the oldest at age 12, she thought it time to tell them a story. A real and very true story
that had happened so very long ago. A story that at age 67 was impossible to forget. A story that
although seemed like a fairytale was very much so true.
“Grandma were too old for fairytales,” said Isabella.
“Yeah I want to play sonic the hedgehog!”
Looking at her younger brother, Isabella dismissed the naivety his innocent mind.
“First of all it is past your bed time, so neither of you should be out and about. Second of
all this story is not a fairytale.”
Looking at her grandchildren she kissed them both on the cheek, as they lay nestled in
their beds. She tucked them in, went to the kitchen to bring the children hot tea, and then sat
on Isabella’s bed.
“What is the story about grandma?”
“Yeah is it about Dragons, and monsters……….oh and werewolves!?”
Their grandmother smiled and then tried to speak but Isabella then cut her off.
“Well actual – ”
“Grandma is it about fairies and princesses. A handsome hero that saves a whole city?”
Smiling she told them to steady their minds and let her explain.
“Actually no. It is not about dragons, fairies, or princesses. In fact there are no monsters
or werewolves. Just regular normal people in a small town who got caught in an unfortunate

circumstance. There are no heroes, and this town sadly had never been saved. That is why I am
telling you this now.”
The kids looked at each other with puzzled faces, and crazed smirks. Grandma began to
laugh at their reactions.
“Wait.” Isabella was confused and completely lost interest. “But Grandma how is that
exciting, or scary or romantic if a town isn’t saved?”
Looking up, Tommy caught his grandmother’s eyes in agreement. What story could
possibly have no monsters, princesses, or dragons? How is a story about a small town who got
caught in an unfortunate circumstance scary? Exciting? Or romantic? And even if this story had
heroic effort, why hadn’t it been saved yet? Looking up Grandma begin to smile a soft sweet
smile. Although they didn’t know…she did.
“In this story there is a small town. They were peaceful people until.”
Grandma paused and her smile had gone away. She had known that this town had been
completely settled. Everyone had a dog, a house with two parents. There had been a white
picket fence and green lawn that was mowed ever Sunday. But as most people know, every
neighborhood has that house at the end of the street. Every neighborhood has that neighbor
that brings unsettlement to an area just by the scent that they give off, and a chemical balance
that they exhale. That is what happened the day he moved in. The day the screwy man with the
sinister grin, and slanted top hat had moved in. The winds changed, and so did the air and the
forecast. No one could possibly forget the conman and what he had done to that town. The
phony promises and trickster bets he had made. Everyone in the town was scarred forever
because of this screwy man, with sinister smile, and the slanted top hat. He was literally in a
figurative way, impossible to forget.

“Grandma what is it?”
Looking up from fiddling her thumbs she heard a thump on the window. Gazing out she
saw a shadowy figure standing, outside with that same grin and same hat. In a panic she
screamed in fright but then suddenly the figure was gone. In fact all that had been left were the
shadows of leaves from the broken tree branches brushing against the window.
“Grandma it was just the tree.”
With an eerie feeling, she gave her grandchildren an anxious smile.
“Of course…”
With a thick gulp of saliva she began again.
“Anywa – ”
THUMP
Stopping dead in her tracks she heard another thump and realized that it had not been a
tree at all, but what she had known all along. With eyes of black, and a sinister grin she could
only see the profile, and the white of his eyes. She then froze and looked out the window in a
gaze. She had all of a sudden felt black, and cold. She had felt as though all the life of the world
had been sucked out. It had then felt as though love had never existed.
“Grandma are you ok!”
After putting her hair down attempting to pull her head back up she looked back up into
his eyes and began to speak.
“I will tell them no matter what you say. You shall not hurt or take another one. You will
not!”
Suddenly all the lights had shot out. The kids had then screamed huddling together right
next to their grandma, closed their eyes and held each other’s hands. Grandma held her one
finger to her mouth creating a shh-ing sound and froze in silence. It was quiet.

“ssss, healickm, beeadie ess so lute.”
The grandmother in the pitch black darkness began to look around the room. Her eyes
had not yet adapted, and even at her old age, could see very well.
“SSSS, HEALICKM, BEEADIE ESS SO LUTE!”
With the final word of a language unlike their own the window had shot open.
“Ahh.”
There was a little high pitched voice of Isabella.
“IS!”
“No, Grandma I’m here I was just startled.”
Looking back grandma nodded in agreement although no one could see her and said ok.
The silence was then broken by Isabella’s soft frightened sounds.
“Grandma I’m scared.”
Grabbing Isabella, and putting her closer to her body she looked back up at the window.
She had come to find that it was just the trees, the leaves, and the broken branches. There was
no sign of any man with a slanted hat or sinister grin. Or so she thought.
“Don’t worry that was just the branches.”
At that moment, she heard whispers. The same whispers of the language she had not
known. She knew it was him, but didn’t quite understand what it meant. She didn’t understand
why, and didn’t understand what he was hiding, or how. Or what he had wanted. Or- Wait.
Grandma had come to a realization of the promise she had made. The promise she had made so
long ago not realizing the trouble she was in. But actually Where was“Tommy?”
Isabella had turned around and realized her hand was no longer being held by the
person to her left.

“Grandma where’s Tommy?”
As soon as she said those words she had heard a song. The rhythm was the same
rhythm that had haunted her when she was a child. The same song that had still haunted her to
this day. From then on she had known what had happened. Looking out the window she gazed
her eyes, all the way at the end of the street to find a crooked, and un-even house. The house
was the color of dark grey, with a black roof. It looked much like what a gingerbread house
looked like except much darker. He was here.
“Come and find me, little Suzanna, come and find me!”
Holding her breath, the lights had turned on, and the window had closed shut. Looking
back outside there was a glare so she got up, let go of Isabella’s hand and steadily paced
towards the window.
“Grandma please don’t leave me, please!”
Now finally in fountain full of tears, she sat with her knees on the bed and covered her
face. With soft sobs Grandma didn’t stop walking. It was as though she was stuck in a
remembrance and in a trance of her childhood. Getting closer and closer to the window,
Grandma Suzanna looked outside and began to squint her eyes. The house was gone. There was
only one way to find Tommy. Only one way to bring him back and hopefully not make any stupid
wagers along the way. She had to go back to that god awful place where there was no sun, and
there was no heat. The place where the only season was winter and it had been cold. The place
where no love had existed, and no life was found. The place where along with the good there
had been evil. The feeling of a presence much so like that of what you find a horror movie or
fairytale. The lost enchantment with tricks, and topsy-turvy turns and roundabouts. A place
where the trees spoke, and the creatures only found in books were real. A place where evil
roamed and lurked around every corner.

“Grandma what do we do?! Tommy is gone and I don’t know what happened. What’s
happening?”
Lost in her own thoughts she looked down at the ground whispering to herself.
Confused Isabella began whipping her tears and snot on her sleeve and started to yell with red
puffy eyes.
“Grandma look at me!”
Startled she looked back at her grandmother and tried to slow down her breaths. With
everything finally coming to a calm Isabella spoke again.
“Grandma?”
With forgiving and fearful eyes, Grandma Suzanna looked up and took a deep closing
gulp, took a breath and closed her eyes. It was time. Although she had known that for a while it
was too late and no more time could pass. She knew she couldn’t hold it as a secret any longer.
“Where is he?”
With her eyes still closed, she looked up.

“Isabella sit down. It’s about time I tell you that story.”

My Shadow Sister
Natasha Klinoff

Her long yellow nails sink into my heart.
At first I cringe and try to worm my way out of her grasp,
But as she digs deeper I become consumed with her dark mystery.
She learns my secrets.
She knows my fears.
But I allow her to stay.
We walk as sisters, hand in hand.
She leads me down a darker path.
I trip over roots,
I tear the soft bottoms of my feet on jagged stones.
The resentful moon disappears as the fog swallows the remainder of the light.
I stumble along her path,
While she dances among the blackened trees.
My shadow sister is beside me,
A woven crown of thorns rests upon her head,
Her eyes wild with delight.
Insects scurry across the dead leafs
As my shadow sister guides me through a glorious hall.
I look back,
Searching for my path,
Where the sun glistens through the trees.
I slap the back of my neck where a swollen tick has been feasting.
I rip the plump parasite from by flesh and crush it between my fingertips.
The warm blood, my blood,
Finds its way under my fingernails.
I cock my head side to side
In search of my shadow sister.
She is gone.
The fog is gone.
And through this darkness I find clarity.

But upon my head is a crown of thorns.
My lips form a satisfied grin,
And finally I continue down my path.

The Day I Died
Joy Rania Slaoui

Women are not allowed in the graveyard. That’s what they told me so I follow from
a distance. Hiding behind a towering oak I close my eyes and travel back in time.
I’m six years old and sitting on a seawall, scent of the ocean on my tongue and
sunlight stroking my delicate skin. She sits beside me and I notice the details I never
did as a child. Thick dark skin that refused to age. Eyes warm but dry like her
desert homeland. Hips that bore ten children alone and broad shoulders that
braved the fury of a drunken husband. Hair red and wild like fire and a green tattoo
on her chin that her tribe gave her in her youth. And her laughter. Laughter that
rang like the songs of her people, with joyous melody but grim history.
The great oak’s shadow creeps dauntingly over me as the sun escapes my blinding
despair. And all I can do is watch. Watch them carry her body wrapped tightly in a
white sheet, fire red hair peeking through at me. The woman who was everyone’s
backbone when no one was hers. Gone with her, the story she never told. And as
they buried her in the ground, I fell off the seawall and drowned.

5:59
Gabby Washington
5:59…
“Ugh it’s taunting me. When will it just change? When will it be time?!”
Soon he thought. Soon it would change and then it would be time. Time for her.
“Maybe if I pass the time by looking away or just something I’ll be able to finally see my
sweet, sweet Evangeline.”
As he looks up at the clock he reminisces of her lips touching his. Oh how he misses her
lips. The sweet thought of you passes during the night time but it is still 5:59.
“Why oh why is it still 5:59?!”
A dark chilled man of standard 6’0 stature and Grey eyes stares up at the clock. Sweat
filled bangs brushed in his face sticking to his forehead. He can’t stop looking at the clock. Tick
TiCK TICK! Underweight caused by the lack of nutrition, Goosebumps began to raise. Legs
crossed like a Native Chief his arms and hands rested on his pretzel shaped knees. His neck
began to tighten because of the forced upward facing motion to the clock. The sweat dripping
from his brow he readily moves in anticipation still leaning back and forth waiting. Waiting for
the time to just tick past, one minute more. Just for the hour to change, because that’s the time
she would come back.
“Oh Sweet Evangeline” he thought.
When she weeps across the wood floor in her night gown of white, she would call his
name to come along. Floating waving one finger towards her body he would follow without
forethought.
“Come. Come with me.” He would follow her into his room going through the hallway of
complete black.

***
Charles Black lived in a home not too far from the Cemetery of Black. Yes I have said it.
The Cemetery of Black. In fact the family of Black owns much of this town developing wealth
and a following of hierarchy. Sadly he went 5 years prior he went against his family wishes when
he ran away with his lover Evangeline. She was beautiful beyond her years. She had crisp blue
eyes that gave a chill just by a glance. He was supposed to marry a wealthy family but upon
meeting Evangeline he could not go through with it. He fell in love with her in an instant, and
dropped all the plans. His family could not believe the news that they were hearing so they dis
owned them and her. He banished them to leave and was officially cut off from his family but he
didn’t care. All he needed was her. So they ran away and he built a little house for her next to
the cemetery with his bare hands. He did everything for her. Cooked, cleaned, and took care of
her when she was sick. He loved her more than anyone else could or even tried. But then it
happened. On a walk through the woods to get fresh air they came by some villagers. They
needed food and money. Knowing that he was a Black they attacked thinking he was holding out.
As a threat they took Evangeline and said give me the money or else she dies. He gave up both
his pockets and wallet but they thought it wasn’t enough. So then they turned her neck and
killed her. He wept for hours, days, months, and then eventually years. He went to the cemetery
every day and eventually he started seeing things. Hallucinations if you will. He went home one
night at 5:59 and she was there. She waved him to come through with his finger and he did. He
went through the dark hallway to the bedroom and she brings him back to the same spot. It
became a ritual to watch the clock every night until it turned to 5:59, just so she can whisk him
away for the night. Waiting for her to come again.
“Change Dammit! CHANGE!”

He sat in remembrance. And then it happened. She had finally come. She flew through
the room so gracefully with her dark brown hair and blue eyes. Skin so soft and supple he
remembered everything about how she felt. Although she was transparent now, that didn’t
matter. She was still beautiful to him.
“Come, Come. Come with me so we can finally live peacefully.”
As she came he lifted off the ground to his feet. Following her very steps. As he walks
through the hallway he falls in love all over again.
“Darling. I’ve missed you so-“
“SHUT UP!”
When they got to the room the temperature dropped and the candles that were lit for
her all blew out.
“Evangeline. I have not done anything but waited for you. How could you-“
“Do you not remember?!”
“Remember what my sweet darling?”
“That night in the woods.”
“I know Evangeline. I still go out looking for the men that had done that to you. Those
savages!”
“Them? It was you who killed me they all tried to rescue me!”
In shock he stood facing her.
“No you must have it all wron-“
“No. I remember that night clear as day. I never wanted to leave with you, but you were
obsessed. It was like nothing else mattered. It was like you saw nothing but me.”
“Exactly. That was the part darling I loved you. I would do anything for you.”

“No I tried to leave you. You became crazed and saw nothing else. You left all your
money and wealth just to be with someone that never wanted you. I only wanted your money. I
only wanted what you stopped receiving. So I tried to leave but you insisted so I stayed for a
while. You built me a house so I thought the least I could do is stay.”
His eyes grew bigger and bigger. Hunching his eyebrows in disbelief.
“No, No. We loved each other. We were two people in love – ”
“Yeah at one point we were. But then it changed. You changed. That night in the forest I
planned to leave. I packed all my things in the dark of night. I then crept through the room and
your heard the floor squeak. You ran to me. You tried to stop me but I ran free of your grip.”
Charles began to look down.
“But – ”
“No! But nothing. You grabbed me and then I just dropped my stuff and began to run
out the door. Jumping over branches I looked behind to see where you were and then ran into a
villager. Panicked I explained the trouble I was in, and they looked for you, but you out ran them.
Hiding behind bushes for hours I then heard your voice. You looked different.”
His eyes slowly went up and glanced at her.
“Your eyes began to change colors and there was blood all over your hands. You
screamed out my name, and I hesitated. Without having any time to look the other way your
eyes were now looking into mine, and you said those words I’ll never forget. ‘If I can’t have your
hear-“
“Nobody can. Yeah I know what I did. I know what happened.”
His eyes changed to red and his hair franticly flailed in his face.
“I loved you like no one else could, and you left. You should not have done that
Evangeline. You treated me like-“

“No. I didn’t. I told you, you shouldn’t have left if it was a risk to your wealth but you did
anyway. You were obsessed. You are obsessed. Now my body lay on your bed with scratches
and claws. Your clock is set at 5:59 and never changes. Look at you.”
“Cut the small talk and do it. Do what you do every night so I can sit waiting to feel it
again.”
“Just as you grabbed me, and clawed through my chest to get to my heart I claw through yours.”
Her eyes began to change and her hair turned a color of Charcoal. Her youth turned to
that of a 300 year old corpse as she closed her now black eyes.
“Say good bye to the night.”
She raised his body off the floor and began to put her hand in his chest.
“Any words Charles.”
He began to smile a crazed smile as he looked up
“Only to you. My heart belongs only to you.”

Disgusted she ripped out his heart and placed him back in front of the clock
so he waited once again for the hour to change. Only for it to stay at 5:59.

Best Coming of Age Stories
The Prelude
Ryan Bushman
I lay upon a roof at night,
not thinking of tomorrow.
The gaze of stars so bright,
inexplicably leaves me in sorrow.
For I once dreamt a dream thought true,
derived from past regret.
But all this dream would ever do,
was prevent me to forget.
Hope was once a part of me,
that faded to the past.
I began to think I’d never be,
anything but last.
Since then I have transformed,
my true character will prevail.
I know now that I can weather any storm,
and this is just the start,
to my triumphant tale.

Nervous Giggles: Struggles from a Not-So-Girly Girl
Meggie Pringer
Picture this: one slightly erratically dressed 21 year old girl with a pesto stain on her boob
sitting in one impeccably dressed guy’s parked car. The end of my first date with a guy I
like to call Mr. Wonderful.
He leaned over the center console, his face mere centimeters from mine. I pressed my
lips together, puckering them ever so slightly. Eyes closed. Our lips touched. Panic
balled in my stomach and worked its way up my throat. An obnoxious giggle burst from
my mouth vibrating into his lips. He backed away from me frowning. What’s so funny
about Mr. Wonderful trying to make out with me?
Well, a number of reasons. No hot guy with a pulse has ever been interested in me. I am
a nerd. I definitely don’t handle myself correctly in public situations. I do an
inappropriate amount of quoting Forgetting Sarah Marshall. When people are all staring
at a piece of artwork talking about its composition between light and dark, how the sun
symbolizes the greater power of the universe, I’m the one who intelligently comments on
how the dots in the painting remind me of holes in a piece of Swiss cheese.
But besides my lack of artistic depth and perception, I figured something else out about
myself.
I suffer from self-sabotage.
There. I said it.
When my love life is finally in sync with the universe I find that I completely turn onto a
self-destructive path. I know I’m not the only one.
The nervous giggles are just the tip of the iceberg. A nervous giggle is nothing to be
ashamed of, but it’s the high-pitched-sugar-gum-sweet-cotton-candy sound that comes
with it that I’m ashamed of. I’ve never been the type of girl to pop my gum and twirl my
hair in a perfect flirtatious manner that is neither slutty nor trying too hard that would
make me the girl of every man’s dreams. It’s more typical to find me curled up in the
library reading Harry Potter for the umpteenth time, covered in cat hair.
Naturally, Mr. Wonderful was offended. We had this beautiful, amazingly delicious
dinner full of talking and getting to know one another, what every first date should
consist of. Yet, there I was. Giggling like a hyena. Did I want to kiss him? Of course!
But it was what went with the kiss and what went with the epic first date, minus him
checking his phone repetitively, that was cause for the giggle. It was the promise that
something more was brewing.
It wasn’t that I wasn’t comfortable with him, but quite the opposite. It had everything to
do with me. My mind ran wild. What did a good date really mean? We hit it off,
obviously, but did that mean he wanted to date me? Did that mean he liked me? Was it
all in my head? On the drive to my house, my brain exploded and the only thing holding
it in my head was my fragile skull.
I apologized quickly barely getting out the word sorry before another giggle fought its
way past my traitorous lips. It wasn’t just a nervous giggle; it was the sound of
heightened hysteria born out of a not-so-girly-girl’s struggle in the dating world.
This was my first date. My first date and I was floundering. A poor shipwrecked pirate
searching in vain for a lighthouse.

I don’t remember what I said to explain the giggling attack but I was barely able to get
out of the car without another spurt escaping my lips. I laughed and laughed until tears
ran down my face as I sat firmly pressed up against the door in my bedroom.
This is when I understood the truth of my actions. I ruined a perfectly good date with a
giggling attack because I couldn’t turn off my brain. Our three beautiful blonde haired
blue eyed children, a perfect combination of our genes, no longer existed. And why on
earth did I create this scenario in my head? I didn’t even want children.
I was putting all of this insane invented pressure onto my date when I didn’t even know if
he had any intention of calling me again. I couldn’t blame him if he already deleted my
number. I would’ve. Clearly I was unstable.
Why can’t things be easy? We could meet and then suddenly find ourselves at point C:
either we’re married or single again. I don’t want the middle part. I’m afraid of getting
hurt, of it not working out, or even having it work out and caring too much.
I need to calm down. I need to stop trying to plan out every little stupid thing and just see
what happens. I need to shut my brain off.
We let people in knowing full well that we are giving them the power to hurt us. It’s too
big of a risk for a control freak like me to handle. I need to see the finish line. But there
is no finish line. Not yet. Can I fast forward ten years and see where I end up?
Maybe I’m this way because, romantically, my life has been a roller coaster ride from
hell. Nothing, and I mean nothing, ever works out. Now something was finally starting
to, and I ruined it.
I realize that nervous giggles are a good thing. They show that I am growing up, that
I’m thinking about the future. They meant that I liked Mr. Wonderful.
So nervous giggles be damned! I’m not going to let my self-sabotage get in the way this
time.
Hopefully he hasn’t deleted my number.
Fingers crossed.

Road Trip: A Map to Finding Yourself
Mary Awad

July

Run away.
You are fearless.
Your hair whips against your back as the wind blows, propelling you forward in an
unknown direction. Is it the road less traveled? The beaten path? Or is it a road no one
has traveled before and you’re the first? It’s because you are fearless. You strive to
achieve. But what do you want to accomplish? As of now, you’re not sure. Anything, you
suppose. You could make something or do something or be someone— but that’s not
important to you. The feeling is. Knowing you made that or did that or were that, even if
no one else does. Self achievement, satisfaction, self-worth, you don’t know what to call
it but you want it. The irony’s almost tangible. But you know one thing: you can’t
achieve anything here. So you throw your things in the back of a used car your sister
doesn’t drive anymore and disappear. But you’re not sad because you know you’re on the
right path because the only one walking it is you. Your hair whips against your back as
the wind blows. You knew you should’ve gotten the car window fixed before you left.
But your heart was always louder than your head and the desire to leave was so fervent
that it muted your logic. And what your heart is saying now… it’s what you’ve always
wanted to hear.
Run away.

You are fearless.

August

This is not what you pictured your first stop being on your trip towards self-identity.
You’re not far from the start, some little park on the side of a busy intersection. But
you’ve already driven for eight hours today and the weather’s so beautiful, it’s impossible
not to stop. So you sit under a tree and let ants have your ankles for dinner while you
stare at the swaying leaves. You would want to stay here forever if it wasn’t for the
horrific sound of traffic coming from the highway. You scoff at the idiots who put a gas
station next to a park or the reverse: the people who put a park in the most inappropriate
place in the county. An old couple walks in front of you hand in hand. Their mouths are
moving but Butch Walker’s music is ringing through your headphones and drowns out
their sound. You look at their peace and laugh. Tranquility, isn’t it just hateful? But
now the sun has set and the chill of the night makes a shiver course through your frame
so you head back to your car praying your life will lead you to something more exciting
than walks in a polluted park when you’re old. You still don’t know what you like but the
other side of the list is growing and that’s just as important.

September

You don’t know why people always complain about gas station food. Six weeks on the
road and your mouth waters when you see a Seven Eleven. They have the best hot dogs.

And Hess always has the soda you like. You only drink Dr. Pepper or Stewart’s root beer.
That’s the stuff. You haven’t had any epiphanies or revelations yet but you’ve picked up
some random facts. You know where not to build parks, how to change a flat tire, and
where Virgo is in the sky at night. You’ve realized your love of Mister Softee,
pumpernickel bread, and star gazing on the hood of your car. You think your car counts
as a companion, but it doesn’t answer when you talk to it so, technically, you’re alone.
You’re alone but you’re not lonely. You’ve made little to no progress and your gas tank
is almost empty but there’s a thrill to life on the road you can’t place. You’re not reckless,
but you’re fearless and feel yourself becoming wiser and growing. It may be that you’re
finally becoming ‘you.’ Whatever that even is. So you throw out the wrapper to your ohso-delicious boiled hot dog and put the key in the ignition. Driving into the night,
following Virgo as it moves in the sky, you think you’re becoming you and you like it.

November

It is 6:30 on a freezing Tuesday morning and the woman behind the counter at the diner
comments that you’re a new face and asks for your story. You’re tired and hungry and
wish you could tell her to buzz off. But you don’t want to upset the source of your
pancakes so you tell her a story. It’s not yours but some character’s you read in a book
somewhere. She seems pleased and gives you your pancakes with extra sausage. Life has
small victories. She starts telling you about her life and before you even have time to
think of telling her to shut up, you’re interested. She speaks of her adventures and turmoil
with a nonchalance that almost scares you. You feel like you should write a book about

her life. You’ve never liked the way you write and your grades in school were mediocre
but you take mental notes anyway. You want to remember all the details of your bestselling novel. She finishes and you ask for a coffee to go, black though because you don’t
know how long you’ll be driving until you hit the next town. After giving the woman the
biggest tip you’ve ever left in your life, you’re on the road again with the sun rising at a
perfect angle that blinds you completely. You wonder what she would have thought of
your real story and begin to regret that you didn’t tell it. Would she have thought this
journey of yours was worth it? Sometimes it’s nice to have a second opinion. Regardless,
your foot presses harder on the gas as you leave the diner behind. One way or another,
it’s the best stop you’ve had so far.

December

The laptop on the passenger seat glows with life as you plug the charger into the cigarette
light. That charger was the best twenty dollars you’ve ever spent. You plug in your
camera and upload all the pictures onto your hard drive. Since you were a kid, you have
always liked taking pictures but you don’t know why. They’re memories but they’re
tangible and you’ve always liked things you could see and touch more than blurry
remembrances in your mind. As a picture, the memory can’t be changed; it stays that way
for the rest of time. You have a picture of the first gas station you stopped at, a lot of
pictures of the highway, a snow angel you made, and some of your car in different
parking lots. There are a few of the park from before and one of the diner with the super
woman waitress. You never want to forget that. But most of the pictures you have are of

the sky at night. A lot pictures of Virgo because that’s the only constellation you know,
but you have a few of the North Star and the Little Dipper. Earth Science wasn’t a waste
after all. You’re more artsy than you give yourself credit for; you appreciate the angles
and aesthetics of your photographs. Your weird sense of pride takes over and you click
save just in case you ever decide to take pictures for a living. After shutting down your
computer, you look back at the sky. This is the trip that will tell you who you are; you
don’t want to forget anything. The pictures you take will immortalize your journey in
history. And the thought of that makes you happy.

January

Today is the end of the world. It’s Rapture and the Zombie Apocalypse all at once. The
radio in the car is broken. You swear you can feel your eyes start to water. The next gas
station is nowhere near here and you almost hyperventilate. The only thing that would be
worse than the life you left behind four months ago would be a life without music. Music
is your oxygen and your ventilator just broke. You forget about the broken window, the
fact you need an oil change, and the necessity for new tree shaped air fresheners on the
mirror. At first you’re scared. You’ve never driven over sixty before and now you are
going eighty-five just to fix your radio. But it will be worth it. You love music, all
music; even if you don’t want to. You love the classics: Led Zeppelin, Val Halen, Jethro
Tull. Your favorite song of all time is Carry On My Wayward Son. Your I-Pod is filled
with Switchfoot, Anberlin, Coheed and Cambria, and Florence and the Machine. But the
new Rihanna song is catchier than you would like to admit and Pitbull makes you dance

behind the wheel. To you, music is important. It’s something you need. But now you see
your salvation as you pull into Jiffy Lube and sacrifice a week’s worth of dinner for your
oxygen. But you lived through the apocalypse so it’s all fine.

March

The sign says ‘Books for Sale’ and it’s the nicest welcome you’ve seen in a while.
You’re in some random suburb in the middle of somewhere and the town library is
having a sale, a dollar a pop. You’ve always liked reading but it was hard to find books
that interested you enough to read them. In grade school you read Maximum Ride and The
Storm Thief and thought you wanted to be a mutant teenager or a pick-pocket or the next
best bet, a writer. But your grades told you otherwise, so you just kept reading. You could
eat a hundred pages in an hour without breaking a sweat. But as you got older, books
couldn’t hold your interest. Too much description would bore you, not enough dialogue
would turn you off and too much dialogue made it hard to focus. You liked reading but
you stopped. Now you’re on the road to nowhere and most places you go don’t have WiFi so you look through crate after crate searching for entertainment. In the end you spend
nine dollars: A collection of William Butler Yeats, the complete stories of Sherlock
Holmes, The Catcher in the Rye, Auto Repair for Dummies, Wuthering Heights, a
collection by e.e. cummings, and three books on the solar system and astrology. You grab
the fattest ones because you know they’ll last a long time and you’re excited to read
about the stars. They’re your only companions besides your car. The woman stares at you

when you pay in quarters but you walk to your car without a care. Maybe now you’ll
have something better to do at night besides sleep.

May

You’re driving on a cool summer night. It’s late and you’re tired and want to pull over to
sleep in your open trunk so you can stare at the stars. You come across an open field
filled with people around a fire singing songs and dancing so you pull up and park in the
grass. The acoustic guitar is in perfect tune and you realize you know the song so you
hum along. The trunk pops and you grab one of your books, stretching your legs as you
walk to the back. You remember why you love your car so much. It has the biggest trunk
you’ve ever seen. It can literally fit a body. So you sit and listen to the music and the
dancing while you read about Spica, the brightest star in your friend Virgo. Someone
pounds his fist against your gas tank and you are surprised to see a boy. Your mouth
opens slightly in worry. You don’t remember the last time you had an actual conversation
with someone and you’re nervous because the boy is cute and you know you’ll mess it up
and what will he think about someone sitting in the trunk of a car with a picture book
anyway. But you look at him and realize he’s like you. His clothes are worn and dirty.
His jeans have holes in the knees and his nails are inked in car oil. You silently thank
Sherlock Holmes for teaching you the science of deduction when you realize he’s a
runaway like you. The conversation flows like a river and the next thing you know he’s
holding your hand and you’re dancing with him around a fire with a group of strangers
who might as well be your best friends. The nerves disappear and you let out a laugh.

Your voice chimes like a bell when you start to sing. You were alone but not lonely. And
now you’re starting to realize those words were a lie.

June

You spend the best month of your life in a field with a beautiful boy who just happened
to knock on your gas tank. You tell him your story, your real story, and he tells you his
and you get the feeling that your road trip finally means something. His voice is as deep
as his grey eyes and even though his hair covers his face you know he’s beautiful. Every
night you sit together in your trunk with the book of stars on your lap and point out the
constellations, saying the names out loud. You tell him about Virgo and Spica and the
Little Dipper. He points Gemini out and says his Earth Science class wasn’t actually a
waste. You think you’ve met your twin. You show him all your pictures, the ones of your
car and the grass and the stars. He says his favorite picture is of a pile of books you took
at the sale and you laugh so hard you want to cry. You think about your path and think
that maybe you could walk it with him. Together you can find who you are. But if you’re
walking down a path with someone else, is it still really yours?

June

He reads you Siken and you think you’re in love. But the keyword is ‘think’ and when
you wake up alone and search for him only to realize he’s gone, you feel like nothing.
You always knew you were nothing, that’s why you’re on the road in the first place: to

stop being nobody and become you. But this is the first time you feel like nothing, like
you’re worthless, like your heart has been ripped out of your chest and stepped on and
you’re bleeding and it won’t stop. The beautiful boy who whispered the sweetest words
to you under the stars left you like you left your last life: quickly, effortlessly, and
without a care. And that’s the part that hurts the most, knowing his beautiful words were
actually garbage and your heart is so broken you can’t speak. But you shake it off and
walk back to your crapper on wheels repeating your mantra over and over again in your
mind: run away, run away, you are fearless.
You are fearless, but you still cry.

July

You’re alone and you’re lonely. Your car doesn’t answer when you talk to it and Virgo
has disappeared with the changing seasons. You’re alone and you’re lonely and for the
first time in nine months you’re sad. At the next gas station you buy a six pack with the
money you were supposed to use to for an oil change. In your last life you never drank
but you rip the cardboard off the Budweiser and work the top off the bottle with your
keys. It works on television and in books, drinking your troubles away, but your life’s not
a book and you’re not even halfway through the third beer when you feel nauseous. You
spit out your mouth full. You realize you don’t even like the taste of beer. It’s bitter and
makes your face hot. But now you’re too dizzy to get back in the car so you stay on the
hood with a half empty beer bottle crying. Anger, betrayal, sorrow, the emotions you’ve
never felt before are overwhelming and you feel pathetic. But in your drunken haze you

look up at the sky and the stars seem brighter. They’re brighter and bigger and there are
so many of them, they almost outshine the moon. You drop the bottle on the grass and
close your eyes. Maybe you aren’t as lonely as you thought.

September

You upload the rest of your pictures and scroll through them. At first they make you
laugh. The last year of your life is literally flashing before your eyes and the thought of
that is funny. There’s a picture of you with a Seven Eleven hot dog you took yourself, a
stray dog you befriended for two days when you worked at some farm for money,
pictures of the grass, the sea, and the sky. You get to the pictures of him and feel your
throat close. The memory of that month makes your head feel like it has a brain tumor.
But you don’t delete them, they’re a part of you now, they’re your memories. The woman
at the diner didn’t delete her bad times, so why should you? You are fearless, remember?
You close your laptop and stare at your friend Virgo who has finally returned. And you
see Coma Berenices and some square shape whose name you forgot. The books are
helping. You sit on the hood of your car with a Stewart’s and point out the constellations,
saying the names out loud. You like the stars, Sherlock Holmes, pictures, charades, music,
run down diners, and blue daises. You’re an eater, a soprano, a mechanic, and a story
teller. You care too much, you drive like a professional, you have no alcohol tolerance,
you strive to achieve, and sitting on the hood of your car looking at the sky, you realize
something. You get it. You don’t know what made you get it, what made everything in
your mind and everything about you click into place, but it hits you like a ten ton truck

and, for that one moment, everything seems perfect. You let out a breath as the wind
blows, your hair whipping against your back as you finally say the words you’ve been
searching for:
You’re fearless.
You know who you are.

Waiting for the Snow
Mikaela Marbot
Remembering summer is interesting. The sun was so hot. The way the car glided
over the road effortlessly and took you places you never thought you would go. Country
music softly played as you drove round and round. Nervous but carefree. You smiled.
Was it a real smile? Or were you trying to convince yourself to be happy? Did you see it
coming? Did you see the snow even though it was only August? Were you waiting for it
to start?
Here you are. Standing amongst your memories as the wind snatches at the leaves
outside. Gazing out the window watching the fall day pass by. You’re waiting for it to
snow. Waiting for the ground to freeze over and the ice to fall from the sky. Maybe then
your heart won’t feel so cold. You don’t even know why you feel this way. Why does it
matter so much? Why is the hurt so strong? You just keep watching those leaves. Waiting
for them to crash to the ground.
You weren’t always this way. At one point in your life you actually enjoyed going
outside. You enjoyed the fresh air and the way the breeze blew back your hair as you
walked into the wind. The clack of wedged boots on concrete sidewalks once gave you
confidence. The way you walked down life’s path laughing along with friends once made
you happy. Now you’ve shut yourself in your room. Staring out that window. Waiting for
snow.
Here you are. Watching life pass by. It has grown colder. The leaves have fallen
from the trees. Every year they try to fight the cold but it always wins. You pity them.
The temperature is dropping. The cold is creeping closer. Numbing senses. Changing
your world. Crashing the leaves to the ground.
Here it comes. The end you were waiting for. Now you know that summer lied.
The promise of warmth and security failed you. The sun’s rays grew shorter as your heart
grew colder. As the earth tilted away from the sun, your soul tilted away from the world.
You gravitated to the window and started to watch the snow fall. First one flake dropped
from the watery sky and then the torrent was released. A flurry of fury and emotion. You

were overwhelmed. You lost yourself in the snow and struggled to see the light. You
closed your heart to the sun and watched the snow begin to fall.
Eventually the weather turned too cold for even the snow. But you stood by your
window. Waiting for the return that will never happen. Watching for movement. Willing
the snow to fall. Maybe if it falls it will erase the pain. Blanketing your world in a clean
sheet of white. Starting over.
But there is no snow. No matter how hard you wish for it. No matter how many
times you press your hand against that window, you don’t know if the snow will fall
again.
You’ll wait. You’ll wait for it all to end.

Disobedience
Chevi Panzanella

Charity
Sarah wondered how many times this was going to happen. It was the third
time this month. She lived at 17 Salisbury Road in a cozy, yellow house and kept
receiving mail intended for 16 Salisbury Road, a small, white cottage occupied by
her neighbor, Mrs. Cila. Today it seemed to be a card of some sort with an oddly
drawn, intricate star on the envelope. Sarah second guessed the mistake and
imagined the possibility of the card actually belonging to her, but then she thought
better of it when she realized she couldn’t think of anyone creative enough to
actually send her such a thoughtful message.
Sarah tried to talk herself out of the intense depression setting into her body.
She promised herself she wouldn’t visit those dark places again and she used all her
strength to fight off the memories she thought she had blocked out. She told herself
it was just a card, it wasn’t a sign from some external, foreign force trying to deceive
her or hurt her. Although the small envelope had nothing to do with her, it triggered
all the wrong memories that had everything to do with her. Sarah’s past was
brought to surface by one, small envelope with a star on it. She didn’t even know
what the star meant, but she knew she hated cards.
Sarah couldn’t fight it. Her heart became dead weight in her chest. She felt it
sink to the deepest, most hidden parts of her. She hadn’t had this feeling in quite
some time. She had come so far and she knew she’d have to grit her teeth and

swallow the pain she unwillingly was reliving. She became bitter over the un-cued
reactions the smallest things in life gave her. She didn’t understand why she would
continue to be haunted.
Sarah accepted the card belonged to Mrs. Cila and she would have to walk it
over to her. Sarah’s feet brought her down the wooden steps and led her to a brown
front door with triangle windows. She rang the doorbell, no answer. Sarah signed
out of pure annoyance. The front porch light was on. It always came on when the
sun began to fade to the mountains. Sarah noticed the back porch light was also on.
The back porch light was never on.
The wind blew, mixing up the freshly fallen leaves on Mrs. Cila’s walkway.
Sarah carefully avoided crushing the beautifully colored leaves. Sarah appreciated
the fall color; though she didn’t allow herself many opportunities to observe it. She
rounded the corner of the white cottage and her eyes shifted left to right. She
eventually spotted Mrs. Cila in the middle of the yard. Her presence startled Sarah.
She had never seen her sit out back.
Sarah approached Mrs. Cila to say hello and try to explain the reoccurring
mail mix up from the faulty postal service, but Mrs. Cila seemed eager to see her,
waving her hands, inviting Sarah to walk over. Sarah had only quickly stopped by a
few times to return her mail; she was still new to the area, and friendships were a
foreign entity to her. Sarah studied her elderly neighbor: she wore dark brown
sunglasses that were entirely too big for her delicate, older face. It was after 5:30
pm; Sarah didn’t understand why she had on sunglasses.

“Oh, Sarah, this is such a surprise!” Mrs. Cila said, she sat on a white patio
chair with an empty matching chair to her right and a coffee table in the middle.
“Please, dear, sit down!” she said pointing to the empty chair.
Trying not to be rude, Sarah allowed her body to fill the vacant seat. She
noticed Mrs. Cila had tissues crumpled in her hand and a couple resting on the
ground at her feet. Her right hand reached up to her eyes repeatedly. Sarah
discretely laid the card on the coffee table.
“Look at me, a mess when I have company. Excuse me, dear, I’m usually not
this emotional. I don’t even know why I’m crying,” Mrs. Cila said. She paused and
looked down. “Actually, I know why I’m crying. I know exactly why I’m crying.”
Sarah felt her chest tighten.
“Today is October 23rd. I hate this day. It’s the anniversary of my husband’s
passing. Today marks nine years. Nine dreadful, lonely years,” Mrs. Cila explained in
between sniffles and stray tears rolling down her high cheekbones.
“Mrs. Cila, I am so sorry. I had no idea,” Sarah replied. She felt awful, yet how
could she know? Sarah had never seen Mrs. Cila lose her composure before.
“Oh, Lord. Sam would be laughing at me now. He’d probably smile and tell me
to get a grip.” Mrs. Cila stopped. She looked at Sarah who looked back at her, a thin
smile on her lips. “I guess I need to talk” Sarah nodded. “You see, Sarah, Sam said I
was a strong woman, I always had been, but when he passed, that took my strength
away,” Mrs. Cila continued to explain.

Mrs. Cila raised her right hand to her eyes again, but this time Sarah noticed a
gold wedding band on her right finger. Sarah figured she must have been wearing
Sam’s wedding ring, too. She wondered how she had never spotted that before.
“You’re allowed to be weak once in a while, though. You don’t have to prove
your strength to anyone,” Sarah said.
“Yeah, I know, but I just hate being this way. I hate missing him so much. I
hate the pain it brings to long for someone who will never come back,” Mrs. Cila said
as she dabbed her eyes.
Sarah’s eyes watered, too. She knew the feeling Mrs. Cila was talking about.
She knew it all too well.
“I’m sorry, Mrs. Cila. I know the feeling, trust me. Why don’t you take off your
glasses? You know, make it a little easier to wipe your eyes if the glasses aren’t in
the way. You don’t even need to cover your tears, it’s just me.”
“Oh, Sarah, I’m not covering my tears, I’m covering my eyes. I don’t want to
see the world around me. You see, every year on our wedding anniversary, we
would come back out here and gaze at the stars in the very seats we are warming
now. Sam kissed me for the first time on the starriest night I had ever seen, but that
was many years ago. He told me all he was able to see were stars whenever he
looked at me and my beauty was brighter than all of the stars put together. He
always used to say that,” Mrs. Cila explained to Sarah, pausing for a minute to
recollect herself. “How corny, but I loved it.”
Sarah gently touched Mrs. Cila’s hand.

“Sarah, I just can’t do it without him. I cover my eyes with these silly glasses
to pretend the stars are bright. Since Sam died, the stars are no longer bright. I am
no longer beautiful.” Mrs. Cila paused to catch her breath. “I know he’s here with me,
I just know it, but I can’t bear to look at them. The stars will always remind me of
him.”
Sarah was speechless. She got up and wrapped her arms around her
neighbor’s petite frame and kept them there for an extra second.
“Enough about me, what brought you over here, Sarah?” Mrs. Cila asked.
Sarah picked up the card and handed it to Mrs. Cila. Her eyes scanned the
envelope. Then they recognized the star intricately drawn on the front of it and
smiled.
“Oh, it’s not the electric bill this time?” Mrs. Cila giggled.
“Something seemed to have pointed me in your direction,” Sarah said
smiling, too. “Hang in there, Mrs. Cila. I know it’s hard but if you need to talk to
someone, I’m right across the street. You can call or come over whenever you want,
you don’t have to wait until the post office messes up the mail again.”
“Thank you, dear. That means so, so, so much to me. It really does. It gets to
be so lonely sometimes,” Mrs. Cila said gratefully, her hands gripping the card.
“I know. I know loneliness,” Sarah replied, standing.
“Oh, darling you are so young! You shouldn’t know the heaviness of this
feeling,” Mrs. Cila said, holding the card to her chest.
“Unfortunately, I do,” Sarah responded, reaching her right hand up to her
eyes.

“Sit back down, my dear. Tell me what happened,” Mrs. Cila gently said.
“Well, it’s kind of a long story,” Sarah’s thin smile returned, trying to escape
talking about the part of her life she hated most.
“Don’t you worry, I have coffee and some cookies in the kitchen, let’s go
inside and warm up,” Mrs. Cila offered.
Trying not to be rude, Sarah followed her elderly neighbor into her home.
Sometimes we all need a little help now and then, Sarah thought to herself
and she walked into the warm kitchen, ready to talk about the parts of her life she
hated the most.

Hope
Another early Sunday morning had come too early. Sarah was reminded
every five minutes by her alarm clock ringing. Her father, the pastor of their Baptist
church, required her to attend every service, forcing her to follow a strict guideline
of how to succeed in life in a Godly manner. Her family, especially her father, was
very religious and tried to abide by a strict, religious ideology. Her parents set rigid
guidelines for Sarah and they called it her “program”. She couldn’t do the things her
friends did, she couldn’t talk to boys, she couldn’t stay out past 9 on the weekends,
or do anything that may steer her away from her faith, but Sarah didn’t argue, even
though she knew it sucked. She was used to the way her parents ran things. After all,
they were her parents.
She walked into the church just as she always did and sat in her usual seat:
three rows from the front on the left. She saw all familiar faces and everything felt

perfectly normal. Something, though, caught her eye two rows behind her and she
couldn’t break her stare away. He sat very still and looked around seeming unsure.
His piercing green eyes looked directly into hers and almost froze her soul. His
shaggy brown hair gently fell into one of those enticing eyes.
Now this, she thought, was completely out of the ordinary.
The service ran well, as it always did, and afterwards everyone congregated
outside to say hello and share each other’s life troubles. She stood there shyly and
felt a stranger’s presence approaching her. Her father walked over their new
member and introduced them. His name was John and he just moved to the area
from Texas, a little town right outside of Houston. He was cute, she thought, but he
was alone. That was strange. Cute boys are not alone.
Her father invited John to their home after church. As the pastor, her father,
felt it his Godly duty to invite every new parishioner of their church over for dinner
in an attempt to get to know them and establish a sense of comfort and family
within them. She was used to strangers coming over her house, but John was
different. John didn’t really feel like a stranger anymore. He accepted the invitation
almost instantly and showed sincere gratitude for the offer. He almost fit in
perfectly. He knew the perfect thing to say in any variety of conversation, and he did
it with a smile. John seemed special to Sarah and even though she was supposed to
keep a distance from boys, she couldn’t help herself from wanting to get closer to
him.
The aroma of her mother’s cooking was overpowering, almost paralyzing
them while they lounged on the couch. Sarah got up to attend to her daily chore of

setting the dining room table and she couldn’t help but hear her father and John
laughing loudly from the living room.
“Mom, it seems that Daddy really likes John,” Sarah smiled with a guilty grin.
“Now, Sarah, behave yourself!” exclaimed her mother.
Sarah shrugged her shoulders and sighed.
Fifteen minutes later, but to Sarah what seemed like an eternity, they all
gathered at the table for dinner. She couldn’t wait to see John sit at the kitchen table
she ate every night. At first, John made eye contact with her, shot her flirty smiles
and used his incredible eyes as a tempting tease. Sarah didn’t know how to handle
this. She had never been in a situation like this with a boy before.
“Mrs. Brown, your cooking is outstanding!” John complimented as he took a
bite of her known chicken potpie.
“Why thank you, John. That is very sweet of you.”
John seemed to get along with everyone and her dad was really intrigued
with his stories about his hometown. Her father especially loved to hear about
John’s award winning line dance and how every thing is “bigger in Texas.” John
explained how he moved around a lot for a majority of his life. He said he couldn’t
find exactly what he was looking for. Sarah also found that intriguing because she
wanted to find out what he had been searching for.
“You know, Sarah, you remind me of someone from home. A pretty girl I used
to know.”
“Thank...” Sarah began to reply but was interrupted by her father.
“Anyway, John...do you want to join us in the living room for a bit?” asked her

father.
“Sure,” he replied, giving Sarah a wink. Again.
After dinner, Sarah helped her mother clean up and her family normally ate a
quick dessert and went to sleep early. Tonight however, the normal routine was
disrupted because John stayed for dinner, dessert, and a few hours after. It was a
nice change of pace having company over for such an extended amount of time. John
brought life and energy into Sarah’s plain, ordinary home. Her family seemed so dull
and introverted after she had seen the enthusiasm John maintained through every
story he told.
Sarah went up to her room to get ready for bed and overheard her father
saying goodbye to John. Then she heard her front door shut and lock. Sarah lay in
bed thinking about how intriguing John was to her. She had an attraction to him,
something she had never felt before. It was a feeling so foreign. She loved her
parents, she loved her best friend, Addison, but she had never felt such a connection
to anyone as intense as John before. She knew it was a different kind of love than the
kind you have for your family. This was the kind she dreamed about and saw in
movies, the kind with the ability to set her heart on fire. Sarah felt silly for having
such strong feelings she had met not even twenty-four hours ago, but she couldn’t
help the way she was feeling. She wanted to be near him again, she wanted to look
into his addicting eyes and get to know him. She wanted him to be part of her
routine, not just a pleasant surprise she happened to find. She didn’t know how she
would be able to get it past her parents.
A few minutes later she heard something outside her window. Nervously, she

tiptoed over. To her surprise, John was standing outside.
“Sarah, it’s me.”
“John, what are you doing?”
“Oh, come on, let me in,” he pleaded to her with a smile.
She didn’t move.
“Are you going make me stand here all night or what?”
Sarah couldn’t go against her obedient nature so she opened her window and
John climbed in. Sarah didn’t know how to say no even thought she knew the depths
of trouble she would drown under had her parents found out. She stood there
cautiously and was met by troubling anxiety. She couldn’t have her parents hear.
She would be in serious trouble and her parents would think so much less of her.
John sat on her bed. He ruffled her favorite pink pillow. He coaxed her to sit
next to him and complemented her on her incredible natural beauty. No one had
ever told Sarah how beautiful she was before and she very much enjoyed the way it
made her feel. John continued to sit and sweet talk. Sarah knew about sweet talk. It
was what the older women at church did when they saw her. Sarah didn’t like sweet
talk.
“You know, Sarah, I couldn’t keep my eyes off you during church”
She didn’t move. She wasn’t sure if she had the ability to anymore.
“I actually couldn’t even focus on your father’s sermon,” he continued.
“Uh, thanks,” Sarah blushed.
He explained how when they made eye contact at church, he knew there was
something special about her. He claimed they had a connection he couldn’t ignore

and he wanted to get to know her a little better. He said that there was something
about her, something he had never seen in any other girl before. Sarah felt it, she felt
special from John’s words. No one had ever spoken to her like he did. No one had
ever given her attention in such a way. She knew it was wrong but somehow it felt
right.
She sat next to him, consumed with his mentioning of “getting to know her”.
“I’d like you know all of you, Sarah. Every part, every scar, every feeling.”
Sarah didn’t think she quite understood what he meant, but he continued to
pursue his seductive ways. He asked if he could have her, if he could make her his
own. He wanted to keep her and treat her right. He promised her she wouldn’t
regret it. He told her he could make her feel like no one else could, and that he could
break her out of her naive sheltered shell.
“I’m not quite sure what you mean, John,” Sarah’s stomach began to hurt, her
body tensing up from her anxiety.
She figured he had to have been of some sort of good because he went to
church and was telling her all these warm things she thought only existed in fairy
tales. How could he be bad?
“I’m not here to trick you, beautiful. I mean what I say. You are gorgeous.”
Sarah didn’t know how to say no. She couldn’t go against her obedient nature
and not do what she was told, so she let John continue to speak. She really liked the
way she felt in this intense connection with him. She couldn’t imagine life before
him; she could only imagine how it would be after. She felt like John was the piece
she had always been lacking, a piece to fill up the parts of her she didn’t understand.

She wanted to be in love, she wanted to experience what it was like even though her
parents would completely disapprove. John was older than her, he was a boy, and
boys were not part of her program. She didn’t care if John may erode her from her
faith, but she couldn’t see how he could if he was just as involved in the church as
she was. Her family seemed to love him. Sarah’s heart beat a new rhythm, one she
was unfamiliar with, but one she wanted to learn.
The lingering emptiness she had felt suddenly was replaced with a
comforting feeling of deep mutual connection. She felt hope from John because she
didn’t feel alone with him and she didn’t feel hidden away. She didn’t quite know
what she was getting into, but John’s words made her believe it didn’t matter. This
was a new journey and she wanted to explore.

Faith
Sarah kept her eyes shut. They were heavy, her eyelashes deeply tangled. She
knew she had to force them open even if she didn’t want to see what was outside of
her protective walls.
She looked around her pale yellow walls. Her eyes moved to her dresser, her
closet, her light tan wooden floor, the foot of her bed, her curtains. She stopped at
her curtains; her eyes didn’t want to move. Sarah swallowed hard, fighting her heart
to not drop onto the cold floor. Before, her window was never anything more than
her window. Before, she used to glance over it not taking a second look. Now, it was
different. It wasn’t just her window, it was opportunity.

Sarah grabbed the top of her blankets and threw them off. Now she faced the
chill of the morning air. She sat up, swung her feet to the edge of the bed and hopped
off, anchoring her heels into the light tan wooden floor. Her forward steps brought
her to her mirror. She stopped, looked at herself, and the quick glance turned into a
stare. She didn’t know who she was looking at for a minute. Her face looked the
same but the stare her eyes held didn’t.
The stairs to the kitchen felt steeper with the motion of her body’s pace. She
felt heavy, foggy.
“Morning, Pumpkin,” her father said cheery eyed and eager.
She knew he would be sitting in his tan lazy chair, feet up, reading the paper
with his glasses halfway down his nose.
“Morning, Daddy,” she responded with a semi-forced smile.
“Your mother made pancakes. They’re on the counter if you want to throw a
couple in the microwave.”
“Where is mom?” Sarah asked, ignoring the breakfast that continued to get
colder.
“She went out back to the garden. You know her, always planting something,”
her father replied, not looking up from his paper.
Always planting something, she thought. Her mother, outside in nature,
spreading life throughout their backyard, stirred envy in the deepest parts of her:
Sarah wanted a new place to spread her roots.
Sarah’s parents held a tight grip on her life. On every decision, from the
simplest to the most complex, every choice and option was controlled by them,

weighed out by them, and chose by them. Sarah didn’t fully understand, nor did she
question how choices presented to her were taken over by her parents. She was
taught to live by what they said. She never felt a reason to question it.
Until now.
Sarah had been happy with her life. She didn’t know anything differently. Her
parents were great, controlling, but they loved her. She loved everything she was
involved in. She was president of the youth group, a soprano in the choir, a religious
education teacher, among the many titles she held. People envied her, but now she
didn’t understand why she envied other people.
It was Tuesday, two days after she had met John for the first time. Two days
after she began to question everything she knew. Sarah made her way back upstairs
to tend to her weekly chores: clean her room, the hallway, and the bathroom,
complete her homework for the week, and help her mother prepare dinner. She
hated homework, she hated being homeschooled, but Tuesdays were routine, she
had a schedule she didn’t steer from and she found security in routine.
Then why was she so intrigued by breaking the routine?
After most of the day was spent fulfilling her obligations, Sarah put away the
broom and washcloths to take a little break. She eased her petite body onto her
favorite chair in the den downstairs. She heard her father walking around, his
rubber soles becoming audible on the hard wood floor. It would soon be the time he
joined her in the den after his day at work. He made his way to the threshold of the
room and stopped, took a second to breathe a little deeper.

“You know what, Sarah? Sometimes you just have to take some extra time to
stop and appreciate what’s around you. It won’t always be here. Make sure you
remember that,” her father preached to her, walking to his chair.
“I know, Dad, you tell me that all time,” Sarah smiled.
That was one thing she loved about her father: he was always feeding her
uplifting thoughts, fueling her desire to be the best. She knew he’d always be right
behind her, guiding her to be all she could be. She knew she didn’t have to see him
because his words were always with her, etched into her brain. She also found
security in the trust she instilled in her father.
Sarah thought back to when she was a little girl. Her father had laid out a
mold going from the wooden deck in the back yard, leading out to the drive. She
remembered the gray, clumpy concrete he poured, filling up every available space. It
was almost dry and her father explained to her it would dry to be the stairs to take
her from the driveway into the backyard, her favorite place to paint with him. Then
he took the pen out of his pocket, turned it upside down, and carved Sarah’s name in
the gooey cement. He took Sarah’s five-year-old hand and gently placed it to the
right of her name and then lifted it slowly after applying a little bit of pressure.
Sarah studied her handprint for a bit and realized how small it was compared to her
dad’s: it wasn’t even half the size of his. She knew her handprint wouldn’t grow to fit
its physical size, but she hoped it would grow to match the size of the talent and
passion her dad’s outlined.
Sarah saw the bottom of father’s chair pop up with the ascending recliner,
snapping her out of reminiscing daydream. He would put his feet up, put his hands

on his belly, lean back, and fall asleep within seconds. Sarah didn’t have to watch the
scene, she knew it all too well. With the picture her mind drew up, her father’s
actions matched perfectly in sync. She knew her father so well and she knew his
routines like he knew hers.
Until now.
Sarah’s looked at her father. She knew her father so well. She trusted the plan
mapped out for her.
Until now.
She thought of John. He distracted her from her pure life. His words and his
smile made her feel like she was worth something. John provided her a feeling of
value, not the kind of value from her parents, but the value from a significant other,
and that, to Sarah, meant so much more. She thought about his shaggy, light brown
hair gently falling around his perfect face. His freckles precisely placed all over his
nose, spreading across his cheekbones and outwards towards his ears. Those
piercing green eyes.
She needed to see him. She needed to stare into those eyes. She wanted to
know everything about him and why he wanted to know so much about her. His
picture teasing her frontal lobe was not good enough anymore: she needed the real
thing. She trusted him, she had faith in his words, but she needed to see him to be
reminded why she did.
“Sarah, I need you to come set the table and then stir the gravy on the stove
once you’re done,” her mother called to her, breaking her daydream. “And after that,

can you run out and get the mail?” Sarah’s mother knew Sarah liked to get the mail.
It was a chore always left to her.
Recovering from her escape from her reality. The she realized something,
something she almost wished she hadn’t. She kept telling herself she had faith in
what could happen with John, there was no denying the strength of their connection,
but how could she have faith in something she constantly needed to see? Is it still
considered faith if she needed to use her eyes?

Temperance
Fall air got colder. Sarah grew to love the fall, though, and she taught herself
to get used to the cold. Sarah had an uncanny ability to force herself to do things,
even the ones she had no desire to do. It was something she learned from childhood.
She had to control herself because she knew it was frowned upon to indulge. Her
parents instilled in her to have self-control, and to not be tempted by the influences
of others. She was to be true to herself and trust what she knows.
Sarah slowly walked into the church doors. It was a typical Sunday morning,
but the routine gave Sarah comfort. She sat down on the wooden pew expecting it to
match the chill of the fall air. It didn’t. Sarah felt a sudden rush of warmth and it ran
through her body. Her face flushed, her head felt light. She felt obligated to turn
around and obey the force leading her to whatever stood behind her.
A strong breeze blew from the external world and continued into the church,
pushing past the open doors. A bright beam of sunlight illuminated the background

and blocked Sarah’s vision and only allowed to her see a vague outline of a tall,
perfectly built young man. His hair floated in the mix of the wind. John had arrived.
Sarah’s heart sunk. She felt increasingly warm.
A cluster of emotions surged through Sarah’s brain. She had wanted to see
John again so badly; it was all she could think about. Now that he was there, in the
same room as her, the feeling of wanting to be near him completely dissipated and
was replaced with anxiety. Sarah didn’t understand how she could want something
so intently but once it was presented to her, she wanted to push it away. Was that a
sign?
“Good morning, Sarah,” John politely said politely, leaning down to her level.
“Oh! Good morning,” Sarah replied and tried to hide her sweaty palms,
flushed face, and tense body.
“How are you on this fine fall morning? You’re looking nice. I’m liking that
red coat,” John complimented her with a wink of his enticingly green eyes. Those
damn eyes.
“Thanks. I’m doing well, how are you?” Sarah asked gently. She wasn’t sure
her words were even audible.
“Pretty good, just figured I’d come over and say hello,” John said glancing at
his watch. “Well, it’s about that time: the service is about to start. I’m going to go sit
down. I’ll talk to you afterwards.”
“Okay, I’ll see you later,” Sarah replied. Her anxiety did nothing but continue
to heat her body. She tried to calm herself. She tried to keep her hormones under

control. John had only wanted to say goodbye after mass was over, he didn’t ask her
to go to Paris.
A dreadfully long 90 minutes had passed and church came to an end. The
choir harmonically sang the closing song. Sarah watched her mother put away the
book and organize the podium. She never knew how her mother could be a lector
and read the scriptures in front of the whole congregation. Sarah had trouble
ordering lunch when she went to the diner with her family because she was so
painfully shy and unsure of herself. Her parents had always done the talking for her.
Sarah waited for her mother to approach her pew. She got up and walked
alongside her mother and she kept her head down. She didn’t want to see John.
“Mrs. Brown! Sarah! Wait up!” John yelled from behind them. “Hey, I just
wanted to say goodbye to you guys before you headed out. I also wanted to thank
you again for having me over for dinner last week. I really had a nice time.”
“You’re quite welcome, John. You are welcome in our home anytime,” Sarah’s
mother said with a smile.
John looked down at Sarah. She forced herself to smile.
“Great, thanks again. I’ll be seeing you guys next week,” John said and smiled
back at both Sarah and her mother.
“Oh, wait, John! I was hoping you’d be here today,” Sarah’s father piped in.
Sarah had no idea he had even come out from the alter room yet.
“I was wondering if you’d be interested in helping me with planning the
annual fall church clean up for next weekend? I know it’s short notice but you
mentioned something about working with a landscaping company last weekend at

dinner. I just need a second opinion on what needs touching up. Are you by any
chance free?” Sarah’s father continued.
“Yeah, I’ll definitely help out. I’ll take a look around the grounds and I’ll stop
by later tonight and we can talk it over. Does that sound good?”
“God, he is so amazing,” Sarah thought inside her head.
“That sounds perfect. Thank you, John. Swing by whenever you can, our door
is always open,” Sarah’s father said and shook John’s hand.
“Will do. See you all later,” John smiled and walked out the open stain glassed
doors.
“He is such a nice kid. I’m hoping he sticks around for a bit and doesn’t up
and leave like his last couple of residencies. He could be a big help around here,”
Sarah’s father said as he and his family walked towards their car.

*

*

*

*

The doorbell rang and woke Sarah up from her nap on the couch. She knew it
had to be John. She couldn’t think of anyone else to pay a visit at this hour. She
walked to answer the door. She wanted to answer the door because she wanted to
be the first person John saw. Her nervous hand gripped the knob and turned it
gently and pulled.
“Hey, Sarah,”
Sarah, still half asleep, knew that voice and so did her heart.
“Hey, John,” Sarah replied. “I’ll go get my dad. Come in.”

“Okay, thanks, Sarah.”
Sarah could never get sick of hearing John say her name.
Sarah went into her dad’s office and told him John had arrived. He told her to
tell John to meet him in the kitchen and he would be there in a few minutes.
Sarah obeyed and relayed the message to John. She led John into the kitchen
and offered him a glass of water. She did anything she could to distance herself from
John’s distracting presence only inches from her. She began to drown in her anxiety.
She felt like a prisoner in her heart. John was her distraction from her everyday life,
but that’s all he could be. She hated the thought of it, but she knew boys were not
part of her program yet. Even if John made her feel special, she wasn’t ready to risk
it all and have her parents think less of her. She worked so hard to be perfect to
them. She couldn’t be eroded from her faith, she had to keep her emotions and
hormones under control. She couldn’t give up everything she had ever known for
someone she barely knew, even though she wanted nothing more than to get to
know him.
“Thanks, Sarah. Your house is so nice. I love coming here, I feel like I’m at
home even though this is only the second time I’ve been here,” John said holding his
glass of water Sarah had set down on the table. “Okay, that may have been a little
weird for me to say,” John added with a wide smile.
“No, it wasn’t weird. Thank you, though. My mom loves to keep this place
cozy,” Sarah replied.
“So, Sarah. This may also sound a little weird, but the restaurant I work at is
having a Halloween party in two weeks and there is a costume duo contest. You

dress up with someone else in some kind of matching costume and then they will
judge the best ones. You don’t have to say yes, but I was wondering if you’d go with
me? I know it’s kind of last minute but I think it would be fun, plus I still don’t know
a lot of people around here so it’d be cool to have someone with me that I know
already,” John asked, making solid eye contact with Sarah’s hazel eyes.
Sarah felt suffocated. She didn’t know what to do. She wanted to go so badly,
but her parents would never let her go. She wanted to spend time with him but
every chance she got she pushed away out of fear. She couldn’t disappoint anyone
but she knew someone would have to bear the burden of disappointment and she
wouldn’t it be her parents. At this point, it just seemed easier to disappoint John.
Sarah ran through the possibilities. She could go, but she’d have to sneak
around and risk getting caught. She would be in so much trouble and she probably
wouldn’t be able to even leave her house again. Even if she were to sneak out, she
wouldn’t be able to enjoy herself because her mind would be too preoccupied with
the anxiety over getting caught. But she wanted to go so badly.
She couldn’t do it. She made herself realize it was a bad idea.
“Sarah? You alright?” John asked as Sarah held the blank expression of deep
thought for an extended amount of time before answering John’s question.
“Oh, uh, yeah I’m fine. I mean, John, that sounds like a lot of fun but I don’t
think I can go. My parents aren’t exactly into partying so I doubt they’d say yes.
Thank you for the invite, though,” Sarah said. Her heart hated her.
“Oh, yeah I understand. No worries,” John replied, accepting Sarah’s decline,
his eyes losing their brightness.

Sarah heard her father’s rubber soles becoming more audible on the hard
wood floor approach the kitchen. She had to get out of there. She couldn’t have her
father find out John had even asked her. He would get the wrong idea about John
and then Sarah may never see him again.
“I’m sorry,” Sarah said and walked out of the kitchen before her father
arrived.
Sarah, holding back her tears, ran upstairs to her bedroom. She laid on her
bed, tears streaming down her young face. She hated this situation. She didn’t
understand why it had to be so hard. She didn’t understand why she couldn’t be like
her friends and hang out with boys and be normal teenage girls. She knew seeing
John would be a long, tiring battle and she wasn’t ready to fight it. She had only
known John a week and she already had such a connection with him. She felt
comfortable with him. She felt alive when she was with him. How would she feel
three months from now? She decided she would have to stop her heart before it was
too late and she fell too deep.
Sarah made herself step back and she hated herself for it. But then Sarah
began to think about something: John had come over a week prior for dinner and
then went up to her bedroom window, begging to come in. He told her he felt
something for her and he wanted to her to be his. Now he asked her to go to a party
with him and he accepted Sarah’s answer of no, without arguing. He was pushy and
forward, now he was passive. He seemed like two different people.

Fortitude
The wind blew. Sarah woke up to a gusty blow from outside into her cracked
window. She felt the cold, fall air seep through. She shivered under her blankets.
She was still angry with herself from the night before. She hated that she had
told John no. She hated telling anyone no, but she couldn’t see any other option at
the time. There was no way she could devise a plan to get her to that party without
getting caught. It didn’t seem worth the risk.
The phone rang from downstairs. She heard her mother pick up the phone in
the kitchen.
“Hello?” Sarah’s mother answered. “Oh, she may still be sleeping but I’ll go
check. Hang on one minute.”
Sarah heard her mother start making her way up the stairs towards her
room. The footsteps grew closer and then a knock came from the other side of her
door.
“Sarah, honey, you awake?” Her mother asked as she creaked the door open
and peaked her head inside. “Addison is on the phone.”
Sarah figured it would be Addison. She was the only one to ever call. Addison
had been her best friend since they were five. They met in the daycare at the church
and remained friends though their religious education program. Sarah may have
been homeschooled while Addison went to public school, but they found time to
keep the friendship they had built close.

“Yes, I’m awake, Mom. Tell her I’ll be right down,” Sarah replied, rubbing her
sleepy eyes. Sarah jumped out of bed, grabbed her slippers, and made her way
downstairs to talk on the phone.
Sarah hung up the phone after a fairly quick conversation.
“Everything okay, Sarah? You seem a little down,” Her mother said as Sarah
walked over to the counter to put the phone back.
“Yeah, I’m just tired,” Sarah lied. “Addison wanted to know if I could go with
her to the store because she needs to buy a costume for her family Halloween party.
Can I go?” Sarah asked.
“Is she driving you or is her mother?”
“She’s driving, but she’s been driving by herself a lot now,” Sarah said in
defense. Addison had just recently gotten her license and her mother didn’t like her
driving with just her friends in the car.
Her mother sighed. “Alright, I guess you can go, just be back by dinner time at
the latest.”
“Okay, Mom. Thank you,” Sarah replied. “I’m going to go upstairs and get
ready. She will be here shortly.”

*

*

*

*

Sarah climbed into the passenger side door of Addison’s car.
“Hi, Sarah!” Addison greeted.
“Hey, Addy. How are you?”

“I’m pretty good, just been busy with school and soccer. I feel like it’s been
forever since we’ve hung out.”
“Yeah, it has been,” Sarah replied.
The girls continued making small talk as they approached the party store.
“Everything okay, Sarah? You seemed kind of down?” Addison asked.
“Yeah, I’m alright, just frustrated with some things, that’s all,” Sarah
answered.
“Well, like what? You know you can always talk to me,” Addison said, her big
brown eyes staring at Sarah.
“I know, it’s just complicated.”
“Alright, well if you want to talk, I’ll listen,” Addison said while picking up an
excess number of potential costumes.
The girls walked over to the dressing room and Sarah waited for Addison to
come out and model each one so they could make their choice. Sarah watched
Addison look fabulous in each one. She was a little taller than Sarah and had a toned,
perfect body. Sarah had always been jealous of Addison because she was so
confident, not conceited, but confident. She said how she felt and she didn’t let
people walk all over her, but she did it in a way that didn’t come off as rude or
disrespectful.
They mutually decided on a witch costume. It wasn’t too revealing and it was
family appropriate. Addison’s family wasn’t as religious or conservative as Sarah’s
but they still had expectations for Addison. Wearing a risqué costume and showing a
little too much skin was not one of them. Similar to Sarah, Addison’s parents

expected her to follow her faith and to be a respectful, young girl. Addison, though,
was allowed to talk to boys. She didn’t have the same program as Sarah, something
else Sarah was jealous of.
Sarah and Addison got into the car and Addison began to drive, babbling on
about her excitement for her party the next day.
“I know your parents never let you come, but if you can talk them into it,
you’re more than welcome to join. You can wear one of my old costumes,” Addison
offered.
“Thanks, Addy. You know they hate the party scene so I don’t know how it
would go over,” Sarah said and she was brought to the night before. First she
couldn’t hang out with John and now she couldn’t hang out with her best friend.
Sarah grew bitterer with every second. She didn’t know what to do.
“Figured it was worth a shot. It sucks you have to stay cooped up in your
house all the time.”
“Yeah, it does for sure,” Sarah said, looking at Addison. Sarah wanted to tell
her about John so badly but she didn’t know if she would understand. Sarah thought
the situation seemed silly from an outside view. “You want to hear how much it
actually sucks?” Sarah asked, testing her out her courage.
“What happened now?” Addison asked with a chuckle.
“I got invited to a Halloween party by this guy John who is new to our church
and I had to say no and pretend I didn’t want to go because my parents would never
let me.”

“Wait, what? You got asked on a date by a guy?” Addison asked in pure
disbelief.
“Yeah, I did. Addison, he’s so cute and so nice!” Sarah exclaimed.
“Who is he? And why the hell did you say no?”
“His name is John. He’s from Texas, he just moved here. I met him last Sunday
at church and he came over for dinner and then came over again last night to help
my dad with landscaping.” Sarah explained. “Oh, wait, you weren’t at church the past
two weeks because you had soccer games. Wait, until you see him!” Sarah continued
and then explained to Addison what John had said to her and how he made her feel.
She explained that she was happy and she felt loved and worth something, a feeling
so foreign to Sarah, she didn’t think she would ever feel it.
“Wow, Sarah that is crazy. I can’t believe that. Well your dad obviously likes
him if he keeps inviting him over. Why didn’t you just ask your dad if you could go?”
“Because he wouldn’t let me, you know that.”
“Yeah, that sucks, though. So what are you going to do? You seem to be into
him,” Addison asked.
“I’m probably going to keep my distance from him. If my parents find out I’m
talking to him, they’ll flip. I can’t be eroded from my faith, you know how it is.”
“Yes, I do. My parents are like that, too. It’s annoying. But I don’t think you
should have to stop talking to him all together. Maybe if you sat down with your
mom and explained the situation it would help,” Addison suggested.
“I don’t know, Addy. It seems so risky. What if they get mad right off the bat
and yell at me?”

“Then they yell at you and you move on. You’ve been yelled at before.”
“No, not really,” Sarah confessed. She then realized how different she was
from her friends and normal kids her age. She wanted to be on the same page as the
rest of her generation and not stuck in one from the past.
“Well, it would suck for you to just stop talking to him, you know? I’ve never
seen you so excited about someone before. Just be friends with him for now and see
where it goes. Just don’t get yourself in trouble,” Addison said. She always knew
what to say.
“Yeah, I guess you’re right. I just don’t want my parents to be disappointed in
me or think anything less than me. I don’t want them to think of John as a distraction
because I’m still going to be me and follow my faith.”
“I understand that. Can I tell you something, Sarah? I’ve been meaning to talk
to you about it for a while,” Addison asked Sarah.
Sarah nodded and said, “Of course,”
“Well I also met someone who also makes me really happy. They make me
feel like I’m someone special. They care about me in a way different than you or my
family. It’s a really nice feeling,” Addison explained.
“That’s great, Addy. I’m happy for you, but who is it? Where’d you meet him?”
“Well, here’s the tricky part: what if I told you the person is a girl?” Addison
asked, keeping her eyes straight ahead at the road.
“Wait, you like a girl?” Sarah asked, confused.
“Yeah, Sarah. I do,” Addison confessed. “Before you say anything, just know
I’ve known this about myself for a while, I just never knew how to tell anyone or

how to act on it. But I’ve met this girl, Leah, from soccer, and she literally makes me
the happiest girl in the world. Do you think that’s weird?”
Sarah took a second to answer. She had never seen Addison unsure of
something about herself. She knew her confession had to mean a great deal to her.
“No, I don’t think it’s weird. I mean, love is love, right? Who cares who it is as
long as you’re in love,” Sarah offered cautiously.
“Yeah, it is, but we’ve always been taught that it was wrong, even though I
don’t see how it is. How can I tell my parents or anyone else? They’re going to think
I’m crazy,” Addison said, holding back tears.
“Seems you and I are in the same situation, huh?” Sarah observed.
“Hey, we kind of are,” Addison agreed.
“So maybe you should take your own advice and not cut her out of your life,
just be friends for now and don’t get yourself in trouble.”
“Maybe you’re right. We can help each other, though. Maybe one day we can
both be happy and not have to hide it,” Addison said with a smile derived from hope.
“Yeah, I mean there is nothing wrong with doing things a little differently,
you know? People are meant to love each other, I don’t understand why there are
guidelines for who you should love and shouldn’t love.”
“I don’t get it either, Sarah, but I’m so glad you understand. I was dying to talk
to you about it but I didn’t want you to think it was weird and stop being my friend
or see it as something totally wrong.”
“Addison, you’re my best friend. I would never stop being your friend, no
matter what. I don’t care who you love as long as you’re happy, which I can tell that

you are. I wanted to tell you about John, too, but I thought you would think it was
weird or wrong,” Sarah explained.
“No, I don’t think it’s weird or wrong either. I just feel bad that you have to
hide it because I can tell you’re happy, too,” Addison said. “We are getting older
now, our parents can’t expect us not fall in love at some point.”
“That’s exactly what I was thinking, Addy,” Sarah said as the girls continued
to travel home.

Prudence
The phone rang. Sarah was sitting in the kitchen eating lunch and the loud
ring startled her. She picked up the phone quickly to cease the piercing ring
disrupting her quiet afternoon meal.
“Hello?” Sarah answered.
“Hey, it’s Addy. Are you busy?” Addison asked over the phone.
“No, I’m just eating some lunch. What’s up?”
“When you’re done you want to run to the store with me? I have to get gas
and stop at the grocery store for my family’s party tomorrow.”
“Yeah, I should be able to go,” Sarah said assuming her mother would
condone.
“Great! See you in a half an hour or so,” Addison said and hung up.
Sarah had such a good time with Addison the day before. Addison always had
a busy schedule during the fall and it became hard for them to see each other.

Thankfully, they had always managed to find time. Sarah understood the importance
of having a best friend. Life can be an ugly, lonely place without one.

*

*

*

*

Sarah jumped into the passenger seat of Addison’s car.
“Hey, girl,” Addison greeted her.
“Hey. What store do you want to go to?” Sarah asked out of curiosity.
“Probably the one near the church. It always has good sales and you know my
mom is cheap,” Addison said smiling because they both knew it was true.
They arrived shortly to the destined store and Addison parked the car. The
two girls walked in together. It was a beautiful day outside: not too windy, brightly
sunny, and not too cold. Sarah couldn’t help but think it would be a good day. She
was starting to enjoy the fall weather as well as the fall colors.
Sarah obediently followed Addison as she navigated through the store,
grabbing her necessities off the shelf to put into her shopping cart. Sarah felt a
sudden warmth behind her, it startled her. She didn’t know why she had been so
jumpy all day.
“Sarah?”
She heard someone say her name in the background. Could it be?
She turned around and her eyes were presented with a taller, young male
with shaggy brown hair, and enticingly green eyes. Yes, yes it could very well be.

“Hey, John,” Sarah said, watching Addison immediately turn around to face
them.
“Hi! What brings you here?” John asked, showing off his perfect smile.
“Just shopping for some stuff and running some errands,” Sarah replied.
“Oh, I see. I’m not sure I’ve met you,” John said looking directly at Addison.
“Oh, silly me. John this is my best friend, Addison, Addison this is John,” Sarah
introduced the two without taking her eyes off John.
“Nice to meet you, John,” Addison said with a smile. She was a good best
friend.
“Pleasure is all mine, Addison,” John replied, shaking Addison’s hand. “Are
you two ladies doing anything exciting this evening?”
“I don’t think so. Probably just going to hang out and watch a movie,”
Addison said in a quick reply.
“Well that sounds like a great time, though. Relaxing is always a good thing,”
John said, still smiling. “Well, I don’t want to hold you ladies up. It was nice meeting
you, Addison. Sarah, always a pleasure running into you.”
Sarah’s heart fell apart. She couldn’t believe this was actually happening.
“Nice seeing you, too!” Sarah said and John turned around to walk away.
“Sarah, are you serious? Ask him to hang out!” Addison mumbled through her
teeth to avoid John from hearing.
“Really? Well, how can I do that? My parents can’t know I’m seeing him.”

“Um, tell them you’re hanging out with me. You and him can go on a double
date with Leah and I. I’ll pick you up and we can meet him somewhere,” Addison
suggested.
“Think it’ll work?”
“Yes! Now hurry up and ask before he leaves!”
Sarah wasn’t sure about this plan, but she was sure she regretted not going to
the Halloween party with him.
“Wait, John!” Sarah shouted from the other side of the aisle.
John spun around in surprise. “Yes?” He asked. He and Sarah began to walk
towards each other.
“Are you free tonight? Would you maybe want to go out to dinner with
Addison and her girlfriend and I?” Sarah choked out, trying to hide the fact she was
scared to death.
“Yeah, that sounds good to me. Addison’s girlfriend, huh? So does that make
it a double date?” John asked with a wink.
“I mean, kind of, if that’s okay with you,” Sarah nervously said.
“That’s perfectly fine with me, although I never would have pegged Addison
as a lesbian, not that that’s a bad thing,” John said with a smile. “What time do you
girls want to go?”
“Maybe for around 6:30? Addison and I can meet you at the Italian restaurant
a couple blocks down from the church,” Sarah couldn’t believe she was making plans
with John in the middle of their town super market. When did she get so brave?

“Sounds good to me,” John smiled. “I’m really glad you asked me to tag along.
I’m excited! This is going to be fun!”
“I’m excited, too! I’ll see you later on.”
“Sounds good, Sarah,” John said and walked away.
Sarah ran over to Addison to spill the news.
“Oh my goodness! How are excited are you?” Addison asked with a huge
smile.
“Addy, I’ve never been so excited! I just hope it all works out.”
“It will, Sarah, stop freaking yourself out,” Addison said. “Come on, let’s get
out of here so we can go home and get ready.”
The two girls hopped back into the car and Sarah was unusually excited to
get home. She was already planning out her outfit. Her first date. She never thought
she would ever see the day.
“So, Addy, what did you think of John? He’s so cute, right?” Sarah asked,
obviously needing the approval of her best friend.
“He is totally cute. You did good with him! There’s something about him,
though, something that seems so familiar. I can’t place it,” Addison said as she
continued to drive.
“What do you mean?” Sarah asked Addison.
“I don’t know. I just feel like I’ve seen him before. He looks so familiar but I
can’t figure out where I recognize him from,” Addison explained. “His eyes, I think
it’s his eyes. They’re insanely green.”

“Yeah, I know they are. I don’t know where you would know him from. He’s
from Texas and he said he had moved around a lot as a kid.”
“I don’t know then, maybe I’m thinking of someone else,” Addison said with a
laugh. “Maybe he looks like an actor or something, I feel like I’ve seen him on TV.”
“Yeah, maybe,” Sarah said, pondering Addison’s observation.
“Alright, so I’ll be back here at 6:15 to pick you up. Make sure you tell your
parents that were are going to out to dinner with my sister and afterwards are going
to watch a movie at my house,” Addison explained as she approached Sarah’s house.
“I will. Thank you, Addy. I owe you one,” Sarah said, easing her way out of
Addison’s car.
“No, you don’t. It’s what friends do, plus I saw how happy you were to see
him today. I’ve never seen you so happy over anything before.”
“He makes me so happy. It’s crazy. I’ll see you later, Addy,” Sarah said,
shutting the car door and walked inside her house.

*

*

*

*

Sarah got herself ready in her room. She tried on every article of clothing in
her closet, spilling its entire contents onto her bed. She still didn’t know what to
wear. She had to look perfect.
Sarah couldn’t believe she was going. She cleared everything with her
parents, she just had to be home by 10. It seemed too good to be true.

Sarah waited by the door after saying goodbye to her parents. She saw
Addison’s car pull into her driveway. An abrupt change in hormones overtook
Sarah’s body: she became uncomfortably anxious. Her body tensed up, she got
overwhelmingly cold. She talked herself out of it and convinced herself it was
because she had lied to her parents but she didn’t have choice: it was lie or don’t see
John. She began to think maybe John was worth the stress and anxiety. She didn’t
feel the negative emotions when he was around, only the positive ones.
The three girls arrived at the restaurant. Addison had introduced Leah and
Sarah told Leah about John. Sarah’s heart was beating so hard and so quickly she
thought it might break her rib cage. Her eyes scanned the entrance for John. She
didn’t see him.
“Do you see John? Should we go in and get a table?” Addison asked.
“No, I don’t see him but yeah, I guess we could do that,” Sarah replied.
“Alright, you and Leah go inside. I’ll park the car and meet you at the table.”
Sarah and Leah got out of the car and made their way to the entrance. Sarah
had a bad feeling, she hoped John would show up. The girls were seated at a small
table in the back section complete with candles on the table and dim lighting
overhead.
“What is taking Addison so long?” Sarah asked Leah who sat across from her.
“I don’t know. I figured she would be in here by now. Maybe there’s no
parking,” Leah responded, her long blonde hair gently sitting on her shoulders.
Sarah thought she was pretty, she seemed to be a good fit for Addison.

Sarah heard a familiar laugh in the background. Her chills quickly dissipated
and were replaced with a sense of warmth. Sarah then heard Addison’s voice.
“Well, we found you, only fifteen minutes later,” she said with a smile.
Sarah immediately looked up when Addison had said “we”. Who was she
with?
“Sorry I’m late, Sarah. I got wound up in something at the church,” John
explained. He was wearing gray slacks and a nice black v-neck sweater. He looked
quite nice. Sarah began to second-guess her outfit. Maybe she shouldn’t have worn
the cardigan.
“It’s okay, John. I understand,” Sarah replied, her eyes stuck on John’s perfect
smile.
“So, how is everyone? You must be Leah. Pleasure to meet you,” John said as
he moved towards his chair, holding his hand out to shake Leah’s.
“Nice to meet you, John. I’ve heard a lot about you,” Leah smiled.
“Uh oh, I hope only good things!” John joked, sitting down next to Sarah.
Sarah watched Addison stare at John. Was she still trying to figure out why he
looked so familiar?
The waitress walked over with to take their order. John was the life of the
table. He was making all the girls laugh, including the waitress. Sarah felt honored to
be there with him. She wished she could be able to be his forever.

*

*

*

*

“Sarah, I need to talk to you in the bathroom for a second,” Addison mumbled
in Sarah’s ear as she was getting her coat and bag off the chair. They were getting
ready to leave, why did she need to talk to her?
“Okay, let’s go,” Sarah said, Addison leading the way to the bathroom. Leah
stayed behind with John.
“Don’t freak out, but I know where I’ve seen John before,” Addison said,
pushing open the door to the bathroom.
“Really? Where?” Sarah questioned with extreme curiosity.
“Did you hear about that guy on the news a couple years ago from down
south who was a murderer and jumped from state to state, switching his name each
time?”
“No, what are you talking about, Addison?” Sarah asked, her heart pounding,
her head throbbing. She never heard of any story like that because her parents
didn’t let her watch the news. Sarah grew angry over how sheltered she had been.
“There was this guy, Mark. He lived in Georgia at first and killed a couple
girls, skipped town, went to Oklahoma, changed his name to Matthew, killed some
more girls, skipped town again, went to Tennessee, changed his name to Luke, and
killed more girls. He was this serial killer who targeted young girls, would befriend
them and then kill them. I’m not saying it’s John or anything, but Sarah they look
exactly the same. I knew I recognized his eyes from somewhere. It was this big news
story for months. The cops never caught him either. Each time the guy changed his
name, he changed his hair and stuff, but his eyes always looked the same because
you can’t change your eyes,” Addison explained.

Sarah felt empty. She felt sick to her stomach. She couldn’t make sense of
what Addison was saying. “Addy, there has to be a mix up. That can’t be John. He
would never do that,” Sarah said trying to reason with Addison.
“Sarah, I’m not saying it was John, but think about it: he told you he had
moved around a lot. He has barely told you anything about his past. Do you even
know his last name?” Addison said bluntly.
“No, actually I don’t,” Sarah said, completely embarrassed. She didn’t realize
how little she actually knew about John. She was so wrapped up in his looks, she
barely knew anything about him.
“Just please be careful, Sarah. I don’t need anything happening to my best
friend,” Addison said calmly.
“I will, Addy. I just can’t see John doing any of that stuff. He’s such a nice guy,”
Sarah said, tears in her eyes.
“I know, but I had to tell you. Promise me you’ll be careful?”
“I promise,” Sarah said. She didn’t know what to do. Her best friend wouldn’t
lie to her but John wouldn’t do something like that.
“Let’s get out of here before they think we got lost,” Addison said, pushing the
bathroom door open.
“There you guys are!” John said and playfully smiled.
“Sorry, there was a line. You know how bathrooms are,” Addison said also
smiling.

“So, Addison, I was wondering if it would be okay for me to take Sarah home,
if that’s okay with her of course,” John asked Addison, not breaking eye contact with
her.
“Uhhh, well, I can take her home, it’s not a problem. We live right near each
other,” Addison said. It was clear she was caught completely off guard.
“Well, I figured you and Leah may want some alone time, and I want to spend
every minute I can with Sarah so I will take her home,” John said. He began to get
pushy.
“Addison, it’s okay. I can go home with John,” Sarah piped in, cutting Addison
off before she could reply.
“Are you sure?” Addison asked Sarah, giving her a wide eyed, serious face.
“Yes, I will call you tomorrow. Thank you again for driving earlier and for
coming out with us,” Sarah said, remaining calm.
Sarah knew John wasn’t a criminal. He couldn’t be. He was too sweet and
gentle to ever hurt someone. Addison had to be over-thinking something.

*

*

*

*

John pulled near Sarah’s house. He didn’t pull into the driveway, but he
stopped along the street just before her driveway. He shut the car off. Sarah tensed
up and kept still.
“I had such a good time with you tonight, Sarah,” John said, taking his seatbelt
off and faced her.

“I did, too. Thank you for coming and for driving me home,” Sarah said.
“No problem. I figured it would be a good opportunity for us to get to know
each other a little more.”
“Yeah, I guess so.”
John moved closer to Sarah’s tense body.
“You are so beautiful, Sarah. I can’t get over it.”
“Thank you, John.”
“Why are you being so quiet? What’s wrong?”
Sarah looked at the clock on the dashboard. It was nearly 10. She had to get
inside before curfew.
“Nothing, I just have to get going. I have to be home by 10,” Sarah nervously
explained. She continued to feel uncomfortable. Something seemed off between her
and John. She had always been embarrassed to have a curfew, but for the first time,
she was thankful to have one.
“Oh. You can’t stay for just a little bit longer?”
“No, John, I have to go,” Sarah said boldly.
“Sarah, we barely get to see each other and now that we have a chance to
spend time alone together you’re telling me you have to go?” John asked with a
malicious look on his face.
John had been pushy before, but he had never been angry while doing it.
Sarah knew she had to get out of there.

“I’m sorry, John. I’ll see you at church, though and we can hang out again
some time,” Sarah offered as she unbuckled her seat belt, preparing to get out of the
car.
“Fine, whatever you say, Sarah. I just thought it would have been nice to
spend some time together but it’s obvious you don’t want to,” John said, keeping his
eyes straight ahead at the windshield.
“It’s not that I don’t want to, I just have to be home before curfew.”
“I think it’s fairly pathetic that you even have a curfew. You’re what, 17 and
you have a 10pm curfew?”
Sarah wasn’t sure what was going on. She had never seen this side of John
before. Maybe there were a lot of sides of John she had never seen before.
“I have to go, John,” Sarah said, getting out of the car.
Sarah started to walk to her house and she heard John’s car start and drive by
her quickly. She felt relieved to be away from him. She never thought she would feel
that way but she did. John made her uncomfortable and acted differently. She didn’t
like what she had seen tonight.
Sarah went inside, greeted her parents and said she had a good time with
Addison. Sarah needed something to distract her mind from John. She went into her
dad’s office and took his laptop off of his desk. She was allowed to use it for school
work and she had a research paper due in a few days.
Sarah made her way upstairs to her room. She sat down on her bed. She
opened the computer and didn’t know what to do. She couldn’t stop thinking about
John and she knew writing a paper wouldn’t be enough of a distraction. Nothing

would be a distraction. Sarah went onto the Internet and did a background search to
try and find the serial killer Addison had talked about. Pages and pages of
information came up, Sarah’s eyes scanning everyone of them. A picture came up on
one. It was a young male, with longer, dark hair. He wasn’t smiling but he was
looking directly at the camera. He had enticingly green eyes, green eyes Sarah had
seen before.
Sarah heard a knock at her window. It startled her and she turned around. It
was John. He seemed to be yelling something.
He continued to bang on the window. Sarah was afraid her parents would
hear so she felt obligated to walk over. As soon as her small hand touched the
window, John said nothing. He watched her begin to open the window. Once Sarah
had gotten it open half way, John climbed into her room, pushing Sarah out of the
way to get in. He looked at the computer still sitting on her bed, the screen facing the
window.
“What the hell are you doing?” John asked her with an angry tone.
“Uhh, I have to write a research paper and I…”
“Sarah, where the hell did you find that shit” John asked, cutting Sarah off.
Sarah stood motionless. She couldn’t move.
“So you think you know something about me? You think you’ve figured me
out or something?” John said, slowly walking towards her. “I’m going to ask you one
more time where you found that bullshit, Sarah.”
Sarah felt dizzy. She tried to speak but she couldn’t get any words out. She
knew she had to answer him, but she couldn’t.

“I warned you, you little, naïve girl,” John whispered in Sarah’s ear as he
grabbed her arm and held a tight grip on it. “Now you keep being quiet, Sarah, and I
won’t hurt you.”
Sarah’s eyes shifted all over her room. She said nothing.
John let go of Sarah’s arm but instead he formed a lock around her neck with
his right hand and pushed Sarah by her throat onto her bed. He held her down and
used his left hand to tie Sarah’s hands together and put them underneath her body.
He then knelt down onto her legs, taking control over them, too. Sarah tried to fight
him, but she didn’t stand a chance against his incredible strength.
“I can make this nice and easy for you, or I can make it hurt like hell, your
choice, princess. If you squirm or make any noise, this will be brutal. If you keep
quiet and you behave, it won’t be as bad.” John commanded in Sarah’s ear.
Sarah, struggling to breathe, kept completely still.
John went straight for Sarah’s jeans, undoing her belt, and unbuttoning her
pants. She felt sick, but he continued to hold her down by her throat. Breathing was
getting harder and harder. John looked at Sarah, his green eyes staring deep into
hers.
“I wish you didn’t make me do this, Sarah. You should have just been
obedient when I told you not to leave,” John said with a menacing smile.
His removed his right hand off of Sarah’s throat. She began to cough and gasp
for air. John’s eyes shot up and Sarah knew she had to be quiet.
John slowly slipped Sarah’s jeans and panties off of her, making sure her
hands stayed behind her back. Sarah heard her pants hit the light tan wooden floor.

Sarah’s bottom half was completely exposed to cold air surrounding her. John stood
up on his knees, undid his own belt, allowing his pants to drop to the fold of his legs.
“My, my, Sarah, you’re even more beautiful than I expected,” John seductively
said, looking Sarah dead in the eye and licked his lips.
John took his right hand and began to explore Sarah’s bare skin. He began
touching her in places she didn’t want to have attention.
Sarah lay there on her back. She felt as if she were a passive receptor: she
couldn’t move, she couldn’t think, she couldn’t speak, she was simply there to be
used. Sarah felt intense pain throughout her bottom half. She tried not to wince or
make any noise. She was afraid John would make it hurt more, although she didn’t
understand how. Sarah continued to lie there, forced to listen to John’s breathing get
heavy. She had to watch him have his way with her. She couldn’t believe she had
been so dumb.
Sarah’s blank, ghostly stare was broken by the sound of John zippering his
pants. He hopped off of her bed and stared at her.
“Remember, you made me do this,” John said. He leaned down and kissed her
gently on the lips.
Sarah’s energy and life were drained from her body. She couldn’t respond to
anything. John had taken everything from her. Sarah’s eyes watched John climb out
of her window, just the way he had come in.

Justice
Sarah laid awake for most of the night. How could she sleep? What was she
supposed to do now? She felt the fall morning sun shine through her blinds. She
hadn’t touched her window nor did she plan to. She had no desire to look at it or
acknowledge its presence.
She made herself get out of bed. She gently put her feet on her light tan
wooden floor and walked towards her mirror. She stopped and looked into it. She
didn’t want to see what was looking back at her but she would have to see it
eventually.
Sarah was angry. She was angry with John, she was angry at life because she
had no control over it, but most of all she was angry with herself. She couldn’t
believe she gave John more of herself than she had given anyone else before. The
emptiness she always had returned but this time it was more overpowering and she
ached in places he once comforted.
Sarah pulled herself together before she went downstairs. She couldn’t face
her parents without a smile. Nothing could be out of the ordinary, then they would
be suspicious about something she couldn’t tell them or anyone for that matter, not
yet at least.
Sarah went into the kitchen, inhaling an intense aroma of bacon as she
descended down the stairs. She loved her family, she loved being home, how did she
let someone let her question it?
“Morning, Pumpkin,” Sarah’s father greeted her as she sat in her usual seat at
the table. “How are you this morning?”

“Morning, Daddy. I’m alright, a little sleepy,” Sarah responded as she watched
her mother cook the delicious bacon she had smelled on the way down.
“Breakfast is almost ready, sweetie,” Her mother said, putting the bacon onto
the plate next to her.
“Thanks, Mom.”
“Sarah, what happened to your arm?” Her father asked, observing the huge,
multicolored bruise on Sarah’s right arm that she hadn’t noticed until now.
“Oh, I walked into the doorway of my room in the middle of the night because
I got up to go to the bathroom and I was still half asleep. I guess it left a nice bruise,”
Sarah lied, suppressing the truth: it was from John’s intense grip, holding her still.
“Sarah, you should be more careful,” Sarah’s mother advised. “Would you
mind taking these few letters to the mailbox for me please?”
“Yeah, sure,” Sarah replied. She liked going to the mailbox, she felt a sense of
freedom, but she wasn’t sure she would enjoy the feeling anymore.
Sarah walked out to their black mailbox. She walked in front of it, pulled
down the handle, ready to fill it with her family’s outgoing mail. She noticed
something already tucked inside before she slipped the letters in. She took it out to
look at it. It had her name on it but that was it. She flipped it over and opened it.
It read: “Remember what happened is our little secret. If you tell anyone, you
and your family will regret it. Behave yourself, Sarah.” The note was left unsigned
but the author was clear.

*

*

*

*

“So, that’s why I hate getting the mail and why I get so angry when the postal
service messes up. What if that letter had gone to my neighbor or got into the wrong
hands? I could have been in serious trouble. Any time I come across a letter or a
card, it brings back all these crazy, suppressed memories,” Sarah explained, tears
streaming down her face.
“Oh, Sarah, I’m so sorry, I had no idea such an awful thing happened to you.
And you were so young! Good grief, no one should have to go through that at any
age. So you just never told anyone?” Mrs. Cila asked Sarah, pushing the tissues closer
to her.
“No, I was too afraid. I didn’t want to put my family at risk. I always felt that
as soon as I opened my mouth about it, he would come out of nowhere and do
something crazy. It always bothered me that he never got caught. I hated the lack of
justice. I tried for years to put it behind me. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to but it
certainly feels good to finally talk about it now.”
“Do you ever plan to tell you family? Or Addison even? I’m sure she had to
have been curious as to why you stopped talking to John and why he never came
around again.” Mrs. Cila asked.
“I may tell them eventually. I just told Addison that John had me freaked out
and he skipped town shortly after. We never really talked about it again. I think she
knew something had happened though, but like a good best friend, she waited until I
brought it up.” Sarah explained. “I went to community college, got my degree in

Psychology, and just kept to myself. Life is sure lonely but I’d rather be lonely than
scared.”
“I understand but loneliness doesn’t have to be forever. Maybe you’ll meet a
nice fella one day and you won’t have to be lonely or afraid anymore.”
“Well my parents never let me talk to boys until I was older. It wasn’t part of
“my program” they’d say. I grew up to realize my program was a crock of shit. They
were just trying to keep me sheltered and protected because they didn’t want
anything bad to happen to me. They weren’t bad parents for doing so but inevitably
something bad did happen to me and it was because of “my program”. I slowly tried
to break out of their firm hold and eventually it worked once I started college. They
let me do my own thing a little more. I guess they realized that eventually I was
going to have to fall in love.”
“I see. Well maybe now that you’re an adult and on your own you will be able
to find someone. Until then, you’re always welcome here,” Mrs. Cila said trying to
help ease Sarah’s mind.
“Thank you, Mrs. Cila, and thank you for listening to me. I can’t believe I
finally told someone.”
“I’m glad you did. You must feel a hell of a lot better.”
“I do but I don’t. I hate reliving it. I wish I could forget the whole thing. I’ve
tried for so long but it’s just impossible to do.”
“Don’t forget it. Realize how much stronger it made you. You’re smarter than
most people and you are more aware of things. It could have easily broken you
permanently but it didn’t. You patched yourself together. Things happen in life that

you can’t control but that’s no reason to shut out the world, Sarah. You’re a beautiful
woman, you have a lot going for you.”
“Yeah, I guess you’re right. Thank you. I should get going now, its getting late
and I have to work tomorrow,” Sarah said, standing up, motioning towards the door.
“Alright, dear. Promise me you’ll come visit again soon.”
“I will, I promise,” Sarah said, giving her elderly, caring neighbor a hug. “Have
a good night, and thank you, again.”
“Anytime,” Mrs. Cila shut the door.
Sarah walked back up the walk way towards her home. She was glad she had
told Mrs. Cila. She was glad she was finally able to tell someone. She walked into her
cozy home and sat down on the couch. She needed some time to unwind.
Sarah dimmed the lights and turned the TV on. She suddenly heard
something outside. It sounded like a banging. Sarah’s eyes wandered around her
living room. She looked out the window behind her TV and she was met with two
enticingly green eyes.

Always There
By Kimberly Woodruff
Wednesday’s Child
Is Full of Woe
Liz sat on the floor surrounded by pictures and pennies. Numbness climbed
up her leg and into her hip from sitting for so long. What she was searching for, she
didn’t know. What she did know is that she needed help. Fast. Pictures and
pennies.
“Liz, what are you doing up there?” shouted her husband, Mike, from the
bottom of the stairs.
Liz remained silent. She swallowed the lump in her throat and choked on a
response.
“Nothing! I’ll be down in a little bit.”
Pictures and pennies. Liz started counting. She rattled the piggy banks
around to bring her back to reality. They oinked with the pleasure of being filled.
Her first blessing.
_________________________
It was an ordinary day for Liz, up until she reached for the handle on the
mailbox. It was her ritual after coming home from a long day at work. Bills, bills,
bills, and oh. Something new. The stark white envelope caught Liz off guard. Tears
immediately welled up in the corner of her eyes. She hadn’t been expecting the
“make a donation” letter from St. Jude Children’s Research Hospital. It was
something that could be so insignificant to others, even to her—until she received
the news about Kit a week ago. Panic. Liz’s knees weakened as she nearly crumbled

to the cold cement driveway. She caught her balance before falling. She picked up
her chin, stifled oncoming tears, briskly walked through the garage door, and
entered the house. She and Mike needed to find a way to tell their daughter of her
illness. Acute lymphocytic leukemia.
_________________________
“Mommy!”
Her six-year-old daughter appeared in the doorway of the office catching her
off guard.
“Hi, honey.”
Liz had trouble looking up at her daughter.
“What are you doing? Why is it so messy, Mommy?”
“Don’t worry about it, sweetie. I’ll clean it up later.”
“Okay!”
Kit skipped off into the hallway and down the stairs. Such a happy child.
Liz began counting again. The image of the stark white envelope wouldn’t
escape her mind. Not for the rest of the day. Addressed all the way from Tennessee.
Saint Jude’s Hospital was looking for their yearly contribution. It wasn’t until this
year that Liz hesitated. Suddenly she was on the other side—this time her family
needed the help. Liz searched for answers and came up with nothing but a pile of
damp tissues. That’s when she began to dig through the past. She tore through
boxes of old photos from when Kit was a baby. She was beautiful and charming,
laughter running across her lips. She remembered the simplicity of life, playing and
running around the backyard with her firstborn child. Life couldn’t be more perfect,

back when Kit was healthy. Memories traced her mind and filled it with happiness.
She began to feel the courage emerging within, waiting to escape. She found
strength in the pictures. Pictures and pennies. It was all she had to hold onto. She
dumped out the change and began counting. At least it was a start.
_________________________
Mike lay in bed reading a magazine, just like every ordinary night. The lamp
reflected off his glasses as he looked up to meet his wife’s gaze. Liz crawled in
beside him wearing her favorite fuzzy nightgown with the blue flowers. She rested
her head on his shoulder for a minute thinking about what to say.
“What was that all about today, Liz? In the office?”
He had read her mind. He always did. She knew just what he was talking
about. Her chest rose as she inhaled deeply. She reached into the top drawer of her
wooden chestnut bedside table and silently slipped the letter into his hand. He
flipped it over bewildered until he released the flap to open it.
“Tennessee?”
“Keep reading.”
He tensed up and froze as his eyes scanned the pages. His hand fell
limp and the letter dropped to the floor.
They both paused at a loss of words.
“I started looking through old photo boxes today unraveling sweet memories
of Kit as a baby. I even found some of my own baby pictures and piggy banks that I
collected as a child. Any amount can help at this rate.”
“Liz, your pennies won’t get us very far.”

Liz sat up.
“No, Mike, but it’s a start,” Liz snapped back.
They were beginning to feel the tension, an uncontrollable magnetic charge.
The first few days were filled with shock and heartbreak. They held each other and
cried in the silence of the night as Kit slept in the room next door. But as Liz let her
emotions overcome reality, Mike distanced himself. He needed to find a way to get
his daughter the proper treatment. They needed to be a team, a backbone for Kit’s
journey ahead.
“Well, first we should start by telling Kit.”
Then the stories began.

Thursday’s Child
Has Far to Go
Liz woke up early the next morning. She tiptoed across the plush carpet to
the window seat overlooking the backyard. Sunlight slipped through the cracks of
the evergreens. She turned and saw her husband solemnly sleeping. She began to
write. As she flipped through the previous pages, her childhood memories became
clearer. The lull of her mother’s voice rang through her ears as she remembered her
favorite nursery rhyme called, “Monday’s Child” by Mother Goose. Liz glanced at her
clock remembering she has to be into work by seven on Thursday mornings.
Thursday’s Child, she thought. Suddenly Liz couldn’t remember how the nursery
rhyme went. It had been too long since she last heard it. But what she did know is
that this was just the way to tell her daughter. The best they could do was to help
her live. It would be a story of hope.

_________________________
That night, Liz, Mike, and Kit began their nighttime routine. The family of
three always watched television in the den unwinding from the busy day. As Kit’s
eyes began to close, Mike would gently scoop her into his arms and carry her up to
bed. He noticed the sudden paleness of her soft skin, dark circles around the crest of
her eyelids. Liz always followed behind and watched her daughter’s chest rising
ever so slightly on the verge of sleep. Though tonight it rose quickly with short,
rapid breaths. Mike carefully peeled back his daughter’s covers and tucked in his
little girl. She’d always remain just the same in his heart.
The door stood ajar as Liz slipped into Kit’s bedroom. The twinkle of her
nightlight reflected off the wall casting a shadow beside her bed. Kit cuddled her
favorite bear and nestled her chin against its furry white coat. Liz eased onto the
edge of the bed and pulled the plush covers up to Kit’s neck. Her long brown hair
sprawled across her pink patterned pillow. Her eyes were heavy with exhaustion,
but she perked up when she saw her mom.
“Are you ready for your bedtime story?”
“Mommy, I met a new friend when I was on the school bus today.”
“That’s wonderful, honey. What’s her name?”
“Skipper. She likes to play and go on adventures. She even looks just like
me!”
“Really? Well doesn’t that sound fun! Maybe she can come over for a play
date sometime.”
“She already did. We played tag in the backyard after school!”

“Oh really? Then how come you didn’t introduce me to your new friend, Kit?”
“Because you can’t see her, Mommy.”
Liz looked into her young daughter’s hazel eyes and realized for the first
time, how much she had grown into just who Liz was as a child. Kit had the
independence of a bird soaring across the open sky, just like her mother. She had
the happiness of a child who learned to read for the first time. She was a little girl
with a big imagination, awaiting adventure around every corner, just like her
mother. But deep inside, there was now something that set them apart.
“Are you ready for your bedtime story now, sweetheart?”
“Yes, I’ve been waiting for it all day.”
Once upon a time, there was a little girl named…
“Julia!”
“Julia. That’s a great name. Let’s call her Julia.”
It was a warm, sunny day at the beginning of spring. The flowers were
beginning to blossom and finally the winter months were over. Julia and
her classmates were let outside for recess for the first time in weeks.
The snow had melted, filling the blacktop with puddles of water. The
race was on! Who would make it to the swings first?
“Hey Julia! Last one to the swings is a rotten egg!” shouted her friend.
But Julia didn’t want to race today. She wanted to try something new.
All of her other friends had been daring her to jump from the high bar.
Her feet ached, heart pounding in fear. She had been waiting for this

moment since spring arrived. Or had she been dreading it? Suddenly
Julia felt afraid.
“Is she going to do it, Mommy? Oh no, I don’t like that high bar on the
playground.”
“Even if someone dares you to, Kit? What would you do then?”
“I’m not sure.”
Slowly, she approached the high bar. One step. Two step. Three, four,
five. There was a line behind her. Kids chanting. Cheering her on. She
couldn’t turn back now. Even though she was afraid. Julia had to be
very courageous.
“What do you mean, courageous?”
Courage is an important quality to have. Courage stands outside the
front door waiting to knock. Courage is a little girl waiting to jump from
the high bar. Courage seeks adventure around every corner to see what
will happen next. It’s her third day at the door and yet, she is waiting.
Tick tock, tick tock.
“Wait! I’m confused, Mommy. Why are you going tick tock, tick tock?”
“Well, what makes the sound tick tock, tick tock?”
“Um…a clock? Is it a clock?”
“Yes, yes it is. Because is takes time to build up courage. It doesn’t happen
right away. Courage is like a person waiting at the door to knock.”
“Oh, okay. I think I get it now.”

She looks down and hears her watch tick as time passes by. She waits
outside the door. What is holding her back? Is it the fear of what is on
the other side? Yes. That’s it. It’s Fear rising inside of her. Fear is not
afraid to make his presence known, but Courage usually wins. He won’t
go down without a fight. Courage raises her hand towards the door,
clenching her fingers into a tight fist. The sunlight reflects off of the
crisp white wooden door. Someone is watching over her. Someone who
can help her.
“Who’s going to help her? A friend?”
“Yeah, almost like a friend.”
“I bet Skipper would help me if I’m afraid.”
“If she’s your friend, then I think she would too. That’s what friends are for.”
Liz knew Kit would need a friend now more than ever before.
Courage steps forward and lightly taps against the white paneling. She
can breathe now. She did it. Fear cries in the midst of the evergreen
bushes. He lost to her once again. Courage is a tough girl who can never
be defeated. Strong, independent, and waiting for adventure, even if it
takes time to build up.
“Why was the girl afraid though?
“Because it takes a lot of courage to do something that you might be afraid
of.”
“Like beat cancer,” thought Liz.

“Let’s see. Say you have a math quiz coming up and you have a question to
ask the teacher. You think it is a silly question so you are afraid to ask in front of
your classmates. You know the right thing to do is ask the question, no matter what.
So you need to build up the courage to ask the question. Courage is something that
can be scary at first, but it is an important part of overcoming a challenge.”
“Okay, I guess I understand now. Can you continue with the story now,
though?”
Liz wasn’t convinced that Kit fully understood.
Julia wrapped her hands around the cold, metal high bar. Holding her
breath, she released one foot after another until she was kicking the
air.”
“Julia! Julia!” the kids shouted.
“Go already! You’re holding up the line!”
Her chest was heavy. She looked down one last time. Wood chips
scattered the dirt floor below her. She reached her right arm out to the
cold, metal bar and then her left arm.
“Is she going to do it?” shouted Kit.
Her body stretched from the metal bar to where she was still standing
on the jungle gym. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, releasing
her feet from the ground. As she was suspended in air, she felt the
weight of her body tug on her loosely gripped hands around the metal
bar. Three, two, one, she counted in her head. Not a very soft landing.

Squeezing her eyes shut, she let go. Everyone gasped. POW! Julia toppled
flat on her back. She wasn’t getting up.
“Was she okay, Mom?”
The kids in line turned away and pretended they didn’t see her fall. They
all knew they would get in trouble. Julia woke up in the nurse’s office.
Her back ached and head pounded from the fall. She turned her head to
see who was next to her on the small, hard bed. It was her new friend,
Courage.
“You did it, Julia!” says Courage, “How are you feeling?”
Julia felt confused. Her head pounded and her back felt stiff from the
fall. Who was this girl talking to her? They had never met before.
“Here, let me give you a hand.” Courage slowly helped Julia to a sitting
position being careful not to hurt her. Courage moved with ease.”
“Mommy, what is ease?”
“Ease means very gentle and careful. Courage had to be gentle because Julia
was hurt from falling.”
“How come Julia never saw her friend Courage before?”
“Because Julia just met her for the first time. Julia realized she needed her
friend Courage in order to jump from the high bars.”
Courage. Liz and Mike would need a lot of it to tell their daughter. Kit was
quiet. Once again, her heavy eyes closed. Her chest rose up and down as she drifted
into a deep sleep. Liz smiled at her beautiful daughter and quietly stood up from the
bed, striving not to make a peep.

“Goodnight, Kit,” whispered her mother from the doorway.

Friday’s Child
Is Loving and Giving
Liz made it through another long week at work. Leaving the office on Friday
afternoon meant she was one step closer to greeting her daughter at the bus stop. It
was a warm autumn day, leaves bursting in color danced across the plush green
grass. She walked down the driveway just as the yellow bus squealed to a stop at
the mailbox. Kit ran down the stairs from the bus and opened her arms waiting for
her mom to scoop her into the air. Kit’s locks of brown hair danced happily in the
wind, a smile as wide as a river glistened across her face. Every day Liz was
reminded how much Kit still depended on her. She wished these days would last
forever.
“Hi sweetheart! How’s my girl today? Did you have a good day at school?”
“Yeah it was good. I sat with Skipper again on the bus today.”
“That’s nice. Maybe she can come over again for a play-date soon. How’s that
sound?”
“Yeah I’d like that.”
They walked inside the house; Kit’s small and gentle hand clasped her
mother’s. The smell of meatballs and sauce bubbling in the Crockpot filled the air,
making their stomach growl in response. The two would need a snack to satisfy
their hunger until Mike returned home from work. Family dinner was an evening
ritual in their house. It kept happiness and love waiting for them at the end of the
day. Just what they needed after the news Liz and Mike received this week.

“Kit, are you ready to rake the leaves for the neighbors after dinner? I know
Mr. Thicke will appreciate it.”
“Yeah I am. But if I do it by myself it will take all day. Then I won’t be able to
play with Skipper.”
“You know Mommy and Daddy are going to help you! We would never leave
you to rake Mr. Thicke’s yard all by yourself. Maybe if you’re lucky, Daddy
will let you jump into the pile of leaves after!”
“Yeah, that’s my favorite part! Except when we have to rake them all over
again.”
“Either way, Mr. Thicke will be very happy we’re coming to rake his yard.
When you get old, you have to rely on other people to help you. It takes someone
generous and giving to help others who can’t do certain things.”
Generosity was born with a warm heart. As a child, Generosity lived
freely. She always sits with the person on the bus who has no one to sit
with.
“Hey! I know what that means! Gen-er-ah-city. That’s like me on the bus
today.”
“You mean you sit alone on the bus, Kit?”
“No, Mom. Gen-er-ah-city. It means I’m nice. I saw a girl sitting alone on the
bus today. So Skipper and I went over to sit next to her.”
_________________________
“Hey, Kit!”
“Skipper! There you are. I was looking for you all day. Where were you?

“Why, I was here the whole time. You must not have seen me. Kit, do you see
that girl over there though?”
“Uh, which one?”
“The girl with the short brown hair. Orange jacket. You’ve seen her before.”
“No, I don’t think so.”
“She always sits in seat number five. But there’s never anyone with her.”
“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”
Skipper paused. Kit didn’t know what to do.
“Well, what are you waiting for?”
“What do you mean?”
“Go ahead and sit with her, Kit. Maybe she needs a friend.”
“Oh. Yeah. Okay. I can do that.”
The girl was nice. She and Kit talked all the way until her bus stop at 226.
That’s where she lived with her family and dog, Roofus.
_________________________
“That was very generous of you, Kit. Generous is another way of saying that
you are loving and giving. Shall we finish the story?”
Generosity brings Happiness to life in the most amazing way. Her
charisma is enchanting.
“What’s charisma?”
“If her charisma is enchanting it’s another way of saying she has a great
personality. Generosity makes a lot of friends because she is nice to others.”

At school she is the first help clean up and the last to leave the dirty
lunchroom. Her presence lights up the room. On Sundays she goes to
the Homeless Shelter and serves hundreds of hungry people. The
community feels the warmth within her heart. When Generosity grows
up, she becomes a volunteer to raise money for children’s organizations.
She was determined to improve education for the students. Generosity
devotes herself to this task. Despite many obstacles, Generosity
befriends Commitment, and together they rise to the challenge.
Generosity is destined to give.
“Hey! Anybody home?”
“Daddy! We’ve been waiting for you!”
Mike knelt down and wrapped Kit in his arms.
“Oh man, it smells good in here! What did you make for dinner, Kit?”
“No, Daddy. I didn’t make dinner! Mommy did.”
“Oh right, silly me! I thought you’d be generous and help out your mother,
though.”
“Gen-er-us! Mommy just taught me what that means! Maybe next time I will
help her.”
“Good idea. But for now, we better all get changed so we can go help old Mr.
Thicke rake his leaves. Dinner will just have to wait!”
“Let’s go! Let’s go!”
Kit ran upstairs. Mike paused to give his wife a kiss. The same familiar kiss she
always remembered since the day they met.

“Hi, honey. How was your day?”
“Better now that I’m home with my two favorite girls for the weekend. Let’s
go get ready and make the most of our time together.”
The question of how to tell Kit lingered over their head.
_________________________
Mr. Thicke waved from across the street. He covered his balding head with a
brown cap to protect it from the evening chill. Mr. Thicke took a step forward with
his cane until he grasped the railing with the other hand. He was getting shaky in
his old age. Mr. Thicke lived across the street from the Shay’s ever since they moved
into the neighborhood. On move-in day Mr. Thicke and his wife brought them a
basket of treats to keep them going until they were all settled into their new home.
They were happy to be welcomed into such a quiet residential neighborhood.
However, shortly after their arrival, Mrs. Thicke had a tragic passing. She developed
a brain tumor and died suddenly. Mr. Thicke wasn’t the same anymore. Ever since
his wife died, the Shay’s went out of their way to help him along. They invited him
over for Christmas Eve, brought him lunch once a week, and even took on the
responsibility of raking his leaves and shoveling the snow.
“Hi, Mr. Thicke!”
“Hey there, Kit. My you’re growing so tall!”
“Sure am, Mr. Thicke!”
Liz and Mike laughed at their daughter’s enthusiasm.
“We’re here to help you rake the leaves.”

“What a pleasant surprise! How kind of you. The rakes are in the garage.
Your father should know the code to get in. And thank you for all of your help!”
Mr. Thicke smiled and nodded at the family. He was a kind man of few
words. He lived a simple life, but a fairly happy one. Things just weren’t the same
without Mrs. Thicke by his side.
“Merriam always said we were lucky to have you as neighbors,” said Mr.
Thicke.
He cautiously turned and released his hand from the railing to retreat inside
the warm house. The family walked towards the garage to retrieve three rakes, two
large rakes and a kiddie size one for Kit.
“Daddy, who’s Merriam?”
“That was Mr. Thicke’s wife, Kit.”
“Where is she now?”
Maybe now would be a good time. A chill crept up the back of Mike’s neck
making his body quiver.
“She passed away soon after we moved in across the street.”
“Where did she go, though?”
“She went to Heaven.”
“Oh. I see.” Kit paused and looked towards the ground.
“But how did she die?”
Mike wished she would stop asking so many questions, but he knew the truth
needed to come out. Liz noticed Mike struggling to find the words, as he stood

frozen leaning on the rake for balance. “This talk was definitely a first. But would it
be a last?” thought Mike. Liz quickly interrupted Mike before he could continue.
“She had cancer, sweetheart.”
“What’s cancer?”
“Cancer is an illness that people can get.”
“Like a fever?”
“Sort of. But it’s worse than having a fever.”
“Does it go away?”
“Sometimes. It depends on the kind of cancer. There are a lot of different
ones, but the person can get special treatment to make them feel better.”
“Did Mrs. Thicke?”
“I’m sure she did.”
“Then how come she didn’t get better?”
“Because Mrs. Thicke had a very bad kind of cancer. Some are more
dangerous than others.”
Liz looked up at her husband to meet his gaze. He shook his head. Now
wasn’t the right time.
“I bet she was a nice. Just like Mr. Thicke!”
“She sure was.”
Liz sighed as she watched Kit skip away into the pile of leaves.
“Maybe tomorrow, Liz,” whispered Mike, reassuring her. “Not the night
before her first dance recital.”
“Anybody going to help me?” Kit exclaimed from across the yard.

“Alright. Let’s go help our little girl.”

Saturday’s Child
Works Hard for a Living
The sun was shining through the window slats in Kit’s room as Liz peered in
to awake her. Today was a big day for Kit. The family would all be going to attend
her dance recital at West Side Dance Center. Kit and her classmates had been
working for months to perfect their lyrical dance. Liz laid out Kit’s recital outfit and
hung it on the hanger, plush pink tulle and satin green ribbon. Liz knew for sure Kit
would look like a little princess today. Kit groaned and rolled over underneath her
lilac comforter.
“Rise and shine, Kit. Today is the big day.”
Liz came in every morning to wake up her daughter. It was a quiet time in
the morning for both of them and that was something they shared. Liz cherished
these moments with her daughter before she had to begin the busy day.
“Noooo, I don’t want to go,” Kit said making a pouting face.
“Why not, sweetheart? You’ve been working so hard for the past few months.
Don’t you want to show everyone what a great dancer you are?”
Kit was quiet. I wasn’t sure where this was coming from.
“Kit, let me tell you a story.”
“Okay, fine.”
Success works hard for a living, much like the child born on Saturday.
“What child born on Saturday?”

“When you were a baby I would sing you a nursery rhyme by Mother Goose.
It was called Monday’s Child. My mother used to sing me the same song. For every
day of the week when a child is born, it describes what the child is like who is born
on that day. On Saturday, the rhyme goes: Saturday’s child works hard for a living.”
“What day was I born on?”
“You were born on a Tuesday.”
“So what does that mean?”
“Maybe you should wait and see, then I will tell you. Let’s get back to
Saturday’s child.”
On Saturday, Success feels uplifting and powerful looking down on the
rest of the world. Success does not boast. She is very modest about her
achievements.
“Mommy, what is modest?”
“Modest means that Success doesn’t like to brag to others. If Success brags
about all of the things she has done right, then people probably will not like her. Do
you understand, Kit?”
“Yeah, I think so.”
“Okay. For example, say your best friend gets an A on every test in Math.
Would you like it if she bragged to you every time she got an A and you didn’t?”
“No, probably not.”
“So, just because your friend might get an A on all of her tests, it doesn’t mean
she needs to brag about it every time. There is a difference between being proud of
your accomplishments and boasting about them.”

“Okay, I understand. Let’s get back to the story, Mommy.”
Success is like a bird fighting the wind waiting to reach the power lines
where the other birds are perched. Along the way, the wind hurts one of
her feathery wings.
“Is the bird, hurt?”
“No, Kit, she is afraid that she will not succeed.”
After going through a lot of trouble fighting the wind, Success is happy
she is finally perched on the power lines.
“Mommy, I’m afraid of falling today on the stage in front of everyone. Is that
how the birdie feels too?”
“Yes, exactly, Kit. But even though the birdie is afraid, she needs the courage
to be successful and try her best to reach the power lines.”
She feels like nothing can stand in her way, not even the whipping
winds. Success sits along the power lines with her birdie friends. They
congratulate her for reaching the top like the rest of them. They give
her high fives and flap their feathers because they are happy Success is
there beside them. On bad days, Success always has another birdie to
rely on.
“Just how I have my friend, Skipper! Last night Skipper and I played with
dolls before bed. Skipper said she would come to my show today to watch me!”
_________________________
Kit sat on the floor of her bedroom surrounded in doll clothes for her favorite
stuffed friend, Angelina Ballerina. The lamp in her room cast a twinkle across

Angelina’s sparkling skirt as she twirled around. The night sky filled with stars
glistened through Kit’s window across from her bed.
“Can I play too?”
“Skipper!
“How was raking leaves for Mr. Thicke today?”
“How did you know I did that? I didn’t see you!”
“Well I was there!”
“Skipper, are you always around?”
“You got it, Kit. I’m always here even when you can’t see me. Especially
when you need me the most. I’ll even be there tomorrow when you go on stage for
your dance recital. I’ll be there.”
“You will? You’re coming?”
“Yeah, Kit. I wouldn’t miss it!”
“But I’m afraid.”
“Afraid of what?”
“Falling.”
“Well I’ll be right beside you to pick you up. That’s what friends are for.”
Skipper paused.
“Remember when your mom told you the story of the little girl on the high
bar? What was her name?”
“Julia!”
“Yeah, Julia. You know how your mom said Julia was really afraid to jump
from it, but she did it anyway?”

“I know…”
“Well tomorrow when you’re about to go on stage, just remember how hard
you have worked for the past few months. Just like Julia, you are afraid. But that
doesn’t mean you can’t still do it. You have to have the courage to try.”
“Okay, Skipper.”
The two continued playing with Angelina Ballerina.
_________________________
“Where will she sit? Did you give Skipper a ticket?”
“No, I didn’t know she needed one, Mom. Skipper will probably just come up
on stage with me. She’ll make sure that I don’t fall like Julia, the girl from your story.
Skipper will make sure I fly, just like the little birdie.”
Liz began to catch on about Kit’s imaginary friend. But was there something
missing inside of her that she needed to be filled with her imagination? Liz wasn’t
sure what to think. All children have wild imaginations. Right? An imaginary friend
is normal. Liz wondered how Kit was doing at school for all of those hours she
wasn’t with her everyday. Kit always seemed outgoing, just like her mom. But maybe
there was something more that Liz didn’t know about.
Having support helps Success remain balanced perched on the power
lines. Some of the birds huddle together so they never have to standalone.
_________________________
Crowds of people poured into the auditorium scuffling to find their seats.
Ushers escorted the elderly in wheelchairs and hurried along the younger children

with their families. Everyone anticipated the show they were about to see.
Suddenly, the driving back and forth to dance practice every evening for the past
five months seemed worth the effort. Kit would be performing in her first ever
dance recital. It was two minutes to five o’clock. The show would start any minute.
Michael and Liz sat gingerly in the old, cushioned chairs clasping each other’s hands.
She looked at him and he smiled back at me. The same familiar smile she had
always known. For the first time in a week, they felt together again. Today they felt
proud.
“Ladies and gentlemen!” A silence fell over the auditorium as the announcer
came overhead. “Please welcome your shining stars onto the stage for their first
ever lyrical performance!”
_______________________
“Kit, don’t forget I’ll be right here the whole time. I’m always with you, Kit.”
“Okay, Skipper. Don’t leave me or else I might fall on stage in front of
everyone.”
“You won’t. Just have some courage like your mom taught you the other day. I
know you can do it.”
_______________________
Yiruma’s piano selection “Wait There” ascended through the speakers and
the little ladies tiptoed onto the stage. Their arms swung swiftly through the air
moving side to side. Kit looked like an angel in her plush pink tulle and satin green
ribbon dancing to the rhythm of the music alongside her friends. And then it
happened. Sure enough, Kit fell. At first it was a slight trip over her foot, but as she

lost her balance she tumbled to the ground. Then the tears began. She sat there
helplessly waiting for Skipper to rescue her as the song continued. Kit’s dance
teacher beat Skipper to the stage, frantically picked her up and rushed her behind
the curtains. It would be a long ride home.
_______________________

Kit’s eyes were swollen from crying. Tears stained her pink blush cheeks.
Liz buckled her into the backseat finagling around the pink tulle skirt. She
immediately noticed Kit’s knees marked with dark purple bruises. It was the cancer.
Somehow she needed to tell her daughter this would be her last dance recital for a
while. Kit probably won’t object considering the way it turned out tonight. As Liz
strapped her daughter in she couldn’t help but feel sorry for her little girl. Silence
filled the first few minutes of the car ride. Liz shifted anxiously in her seat while
Mike focused his attention on the road. One of them needed to break the silence.
“You okay, honey?”
All Liz could hear was Kit’s sobbing in the backseat.
“It’s going to be okay.”
“No it’s not! Everyone saw me, Mommy!”
“Accidents happen even when you try really hard.”
“But Skipper wasn’t there like she said she would be!”
“At least Ms. Maria helped you off the stage.”
“Yeah, but…but I thought Skipper would be there.”
“Maybe she’ll be there when we get home.”
Kit wasn’t handling this well. Liz paused, unsure of what to say.

“Now I have bruises everywhere!”
Mike turned into the driveway and pulled into the garage. He was the first
one to get out of the car. He carefully unbuckled Kit and carried her in his arms just
like he did on an ordinary night. Except tonight he knew this bedtime routine would
be different. The family silently made their way inside. Liz cautiously followed
behind Mike up the stairs and into Kit’s bedroom. He lay Kit down on top of her
covers and the two parents sat on the edge of the bed, side by side. They clasped
hands.
“Kit, Mommy and I need to talk to you about something serious.”
Kit stared. Tears still trickled down her cheeks.
“Did I do something wrong?”
“No, honey, you didn’t do anything wrong. We’re so proud of you after
tonight. Even though you fell, you did a great job. Remember the little birdie we
talked about earlier?”
“Yes.”
“Well sometimes the birdie can’t make it to the power lines because the wind
is too strong. She needs help succeeding and that’s why Daddy and I are here to
support you.”
“I guess.”
“Remember how we went to the doctor the other week, Kit?”
“Mhm,” Kit slowly nodded, making a pouty face.
“Well the doctor called Daddy and I the other day. He told us something very
important and we need to share it with you.”

“Kit, you might not be able to go to dance practice for a little while.”
“Why! Don’t make me leave dance! Please!”
“The doctor told us you are getting sick.”
“With what?”
“When we were raking the leaves yesterday at Mr. Thicke’s house, remember
we talked about Mrs. Thicke being sick?”
“With cancer?”
“Yes, Kit. Cancer can be very dangerous. The doctor told us that you have a
certain kind of cancer. But he said that this cancer isn’t as dangerous as Mrs.
Thicke’s because the doctors can take really good care of you.”
Kit looked terrified and confused.
“So why can’t I dance?”
“Because in the next few weeks your body will become weaker. Do you see
the bruises on your knees, Kit?”
“Yes.”
“These bruises are there because you have cancer inside of your body.”
“Why do I have cancer? What did I do?”
“You didn’t do anything wrong, Kit. Cancer is something that just happens
without any control.”
“Then why do I have it?”
“Because it happens inside of your body. It’s called Acute Lymphocytic
Leukemia. The cancer is living inside of your bones.”
“But I can’t feel it.”

“You might not feel it now because it’s still very early. This is good because
that means the doctors can help you. They will give you treatment to help the cancer
go away.”
“What treatment?”
“It’s called chemotherapy. There are three steps that the doctors will take to
treat you for the cancer. The next few months we will be going to the doctor offices
and maybe even the hospital to get you better.”
“I’m scared.”
“We know, honey. But we are a strong family and we are always behind you.
This is going to take a long time to get better, but we love you and need to stick
together.”
“You’re like the little birdie trying to reach the power lines. You need the
courage to succeed and the other birds will always be there to support you, just like
your family.”
“What if I don’t succeed?”
“We will do everything we can to get your better, Kit. We love you very
much.”
“When you are afraid or have a question, we want you to tell us. If you tell us,
then we can help you, okay?”
“Okay, Mommy. I have a question.”
“What is it?”
“Do I have to sleep alone tonight?”

“Of course not. Let’s get your jammies and you can come sleep in between
Daddy and I.”
Liz and Mike looked at each other and their hearts ached with sadness.
“Tomorrow will be a better day. We’ll spend time with the family,” Mike
reassured.

Sunday’s Child
Is Good and Gay
Liz rummaged through the coat rack in search of Kit’s favorite pink polka dot
vest. The annual outing had finally arrived, along with her thirty family members—
aunts, uncles, cousins, kids, and even the grandparents traveled from out of town for
this big day. It was apple-picking season and the kids couldn’t wait to bump around
on the hayride at Johnson’s Farm. They had the best pickin’ apples in town; enough
for all to enjoy on this crisp fall day. Sunday’s were family days, especially for this
annual occasion. It kept the heart warm and the spirit happy.
“Last one to the car is a rotten egg!” shouted Mike.
“No way! I’ll beat you, daddy!”
They raced to the car full speed ahead.
“Hurry, Kit!” shouted Skipper. “Don’t let him win again.”
She gave Kit a head start as her father stumbled over his loose shoelace.
“Oopsies. Didn’t mean for that to happen.”
“You did it on purpose, Skipper! One of these days I’ll beat Daddy without
your help.”
“Yeah. I know.”

And then Skipper was gone again. Vanished from Kit’s imagination. But
what Kit didn’t know was that Skipper was always around to watch after her.
Especially when Liz and Mike were at work. Even when she was raking leaves for
Mr. Thicke. Even when Kit was up on stage at her recital. Skipper was always there.
Even when Kit couldn’t see her.
“Aw, you beat me again, squirt!” Must’ve been all the spinach you had for
dinner last night.”
“Liz, you almost ready? You know the family will be waiting!” shouted Mike.
Liz couldn’t find Kit’s vest anywhere. She began to lose her patience.
“Let me tell you a story while we’re waiting on mom. Go buckle into the back
seat.”
Kit did as she was told and looked up at her daddy once she was ready.
Beautiful hazel eyes stared back at him, patiently waiting, as he cleared his throat
and began.
Happiness knocks on your door when you least expect it. She greets you
with great big hugs and a warm, radiant smile.
“Just like you and mommy when you get home from work!”
Mike chuckled at his daughter’s excitement.
Happiness always shares good news. You received an award for star
student of the month, you scored an A on your test, you made captain of
the soccer team, you’ve been accepted into your dream college and you
even got a job promotion. Happiness always has a way of turning
around your whole day.

“She sure does!”
She makes you feel infinite, like you can take on the world.
“In-fin-it?”
“Yes. Infinite. It means never-ending. In other words, happiness is endless.”
“What about when you have a bad day?”
“Sure, you can have a bad day.”
“Yesterday was a bad day.”
“But Happiness is always there even on the worst days. She’s harder to find,
but it doesn’t mean she’s not there. She’s just hiding.”
“Like Skipper!”
“Who’s Skipper, sweetheart?”
“Skipper’s my friend! Except she’s not always around either.”
“Yeah, that makes sense.”
“What else does Happiness do?”
Happiness walks door to door to deliver good news to people.
“Like the mailman?”
“Yeah, kind of like the mailman.”
Liz came trotting outside, passing through the garage door and shutting it
with one swift motion. Pink polka dot vest in hand. She was a real mommy-hero.
Always making sure the family was happy.
Happiness opens the door and sits down in the passenger seat.
“Here, Kit. It took a lot of searching but I finally found it.”
“Thanks, Mom!”

Liz looked over and smiled at her handsome husband as he eagerly waited to
put the car in drive.
“Let’s go have some fun! The family must be there already.”
_______________________
While the kids jumped around and had a hay fight on the tractor, Liz couldn’t
help but look around appreciate the happiness that family brought her. Everyone
laughed and told stories of years past like it was just yesterday. They huddled close
and held bright, round pumpkins all in their laps, waiting to be carved. The babies
cried and wished for milk, while the young cousins begged for warm apple cider to
complete the day. As the tractor chugged back through the open hay fields, through
the pumpkin patches, and past the apple trees, the sun shone across the sky at the
peek of setting. Caramel apples and candies awaited the vivacious family. The
annual outing was nearly complete. Three hours and a wagon full of apples later,
the family was headed home, but each in different directions. Liz knew that every
happy day always comes to an end, where she must wish her family goodbye. Her
heart was filled with warmth. The feeling of happiness kindled inside of her, which
she hadn’t felt since she received Kit’s news. Kit hopped into the backseat and
buckled in.
“Do we have to leave?”
Kit’s eyes mellowed with sadness.
“How about everyone comes over to our house? It will be one giant playdate!” she said, perking up.
“Not today, honey. Everyone has a long way to drive home.”

“Not even for a little?”
Liz hated to see her daughter so disappointed especially at a time like this.
Too bad the family separated when her sisters and brother got married, all moving
in different directions. Maybe there was a way she could make it work.
The car ride home was quiet. Before long, Kit fell asleep, resting her head on
the pink puffy vest, arms wrapped tight around her favorite pumpkin.
“Mike, what was that story you were telling Kit earlier? I heard you when I
opened the car door.”
“Oh, it was nothing. Just some story about happiness walking door to door.”
“You mean like a mailman?”
Mike chuckled.
“That’s funny. Kit asked the same question earlier. She really is becoming
more and more like you everyday.”
Liz smiled and felt the warmth rise again deep inside her chest. She reached
inside her pocket and pulled out her phone.
“Turn around and come on over. Dinner in an hour. Hope you brought a
change of clothes for the kids” read the group text message.
Mike pulled into the driveway and Kit began to squirm in her seat. She was
always one to fall asleep in the car.
“Honey, we’re home. Start waking up.”
The car came to a stop and Kit jumped out without saying a word.
“I guess she’s still mad about the play-date,” mentioned Liz.
“I think I know just how to fix this one.”

The house felt warm after spending hours in the pumpkin patches. Mike
found Kit plopped on the couch still in her fluffy pink vest. She just loved that thing.
“Hey, Kit. I never finished my story from earlier.”
“What story?”
“You know, the one about Happiness walking door to door to deliver good
news.”
Often times Happiness has to compete with grouchy people who deliver
bad news and hate their jobs. But since she is radiating like a yellow
sunshine, she can even turn around their grouchy days.
“Not my grouchy day.”
“Oh really? How much do you want to bet?”
Happiness has a special gift that brightens everyone’s day.
“Even yours.”
Kit wasn’t buying it.
“Honey, I know you’re upset that your cousins couldn’t come play, but we
still had so much fun with them. Is that why you’re upset?”
Mike wanted to get to the bottom of this. He had a feeling she was upset
because of a different reason.
“Are you scared, Kit?”
Kit nodded, but didn’t say a word.
“What are you scared of, sweetheart?”
“I don’t want you and Mommy to get sick too.”

“Oh, I see where this is coming from. You’re afraid Mommy and I will get sick
because you are?”
“Yes.”
“Cancer isn’t contagious, Kit. That means even though you’re sick, Mommy
and I will stay healthy so we can take good care of you. It’s not like having a bad
cough or a sore throat. This kind of sickness will stay inside of your body, but we
are going to help you see the doctors who can make you feel better.”
“How does the happy story end, Daddy?”
Once the gift is received, Happiness is eternal, even though you can’t
always see her.
“Kit, it’s the doorbell! Let’s go see who it is!”
Family brings Happiness knocking at the door.

Monday’s Child
Is Fair of Face
The alarm buzzed tirelessly as Liz struggled to start her day. Monday
mornings were never her favorite day of the week. She crept out of bed and felt the
warmth of the covers instantly escape into the cool air. The cold bathroom tiles sent
a chill up her spine as she splashed her face with warm water. The soft threads of
the hand towel brought Liz a sense of comfort while she wiped away the water. She
felt the tension lying under her skin and she looked up to see a stranger in the
mirror. She hadn’t been sleeping for the past week and it definitely showed in the
dark circles under her puffy eyes. This week would be different for Liz and her
family. Kit’s first chemo treatment was scheduled for the next day, Tuesday. She

walked down the hall to wake her daughter, silky pajamas brushing against her bare
legs. It had been another long night of restless sleep. Kit woke up every hour
screeching from nightmares, her small frame drenched in cool sweat. Reality
started to settle in.
“Good morning, Kit.”
“Morning, Mommy.”
“Are you feeling any better?”
Liz sat down on the side of the bed and tucked a loose strand of hair behind
Kit’s ear. She smiled at her daughter’s innocent face wishing she could take away all
of her pain. Kit’s fragile faced stared back at her.
“A little bit.”
“Come on, sweetheart! Let’s make it a great day! We’re going to go into school
together this morning and talk with your teachers and see your friends! It will be
lots of fun.”
“Okay. If we have to.”
Liz refused to let her daughter lose hope. The strength of her family would
carry Kit through this tough time.
“I have the perfect outfit for you to wear today, Kit. You’re going to look
beautiful in it! Mommy’s little princess.”
“What outfit?”
“Shh, it’s a surprise. Let me go get it!”
Liz sauntered down the hall and retrieved the shopping bag from her closet.
“Ready? Close your eyes!”

“They’re closed!” giggled Kit.
“I see you peeking!”
“No I’m not! Please, please let me see!”
“One, two, three…open!”
Liz held up a pink knit dress with a round yellow smiley face in the center of
it. The yellow face sparkled with glitter and Kit’s face lit up with excitement.
“Oh, Mommy, I love it! Thank you! Thank you!”
Kit jumped up and Liz twirled her around holding her tight. Today she’d
make her daughter feel beautiful. In a few short weeks after chemo, she’ll be
praying to re-live this moment when Kit’s locks of hair start falling to the ground.
“I even have your favorite socks to go with it.”
“You’re the best!”
Kit wore bead socks to school every day of second grade. The cotton white
socks were trimmed with tri-beads in all the colors to match her outfits. Liz always
knew when Kit was coming because she would hear her socks jingle as she came
closer. A day didn’t go by without Kit wearing them. Today her socks were lined
with light yellow beads to match the golden smiley face on her dress. Today Kit
would feel beautiful.
“Mommy, do we have time for a story this morning?”
Liz smiled and realized that Kit was beginning to understand the purpose of
her stories.
“Of course we do.”

Liz swung around Kit’s white wooden desk chair and Kit plopped on her bed
with her feet dangling above the ground.
“Monday’s child is fair of face.”
“What do you mean, fair of face?”
“Remember the nursery rhyme I told you about the other day? Well it says
‘Monday’s child is fair of face.’”
“But what’s fair of face?”
“It means beautiful, just like you!”
Beauty peers over the edge of the fountain and sees someone looking
back at her. Fair of face with a charming smile. She skips through the
center of town as snow begins to fall. She twirls around with her arms
spread wide. She opens her mouth to catch a falling snowflake. The
sparkling snow reflects off the glistening sunlight and Beauty sees it for
the first time. As the seasons change, she notices it more and more. She
sees it in the leaves that dance in the wind. She sees it in the sun
gleaming across the meadow. She even sees it in the droplets of rain
that tumble across her window. She sees it everywhere. She especially
sees it in herself.
“Where does Beauty live?”
“She lives everywhere. In your hair, your eyes, and she even lives in nature.
But Beauty especially loves living in your heart. Yes, in your heart, because she is
always with you.”
“Does she live in your heart too, Mommy?”

“Of course she does. She lives in everyone’s heart no matter what they look
like. Beauty doesn’t care what people look like on the outside.”
Liz paused dreading what she was about to say next.
“Kit, I want to talk to you about something serious, okay?”
“Okay.”
“In a couple of weeks, after the doctors start giving you medicine to feel
better, it might change the way you look on the outside.”
“How?”
“Well, soon your hair might fall out. It will be weird at first, but Daddy and I
will buy you really pretty hats to wear so you feel just as beautiful. We will even
shave all of our hair off so you’re not alone.”
“Why will my hair fall out?”
“It happens to a lot of kids who have cancer, just like you. But your hair can
grow back later. Remember, beauty always lives inside of you no matter what you
look like on the outside. Beauty will always love you, Kit.”
“People will call me ugly, Mommy.”
“No they won’t because there will be other people who look like you too. You
can meet some new friends when we go see the doctor.”
“When do I go to the doctor?”
“We’re actually going tomorrow. Daddy and I will be with you every step of
the way and we will do everything we can to get you better.”
“But I have school tomorrow.”

“Well that’s why I need to come in with you today to talk to your teachers.
Kit, you might be missing some school days so that you feel better.”
“No! You can’t make me! I won’t miss school!”
Liz wished Mike were home to help her through this conversation.
“It’s okay, Kit. You can still have play dates with your friends when you start
feeling better.”
“But I feel fine!”
“That’s because this is just the beginning. We need to see the doctor before
you get more sick.”
A tear ran down Kit’s cheek and tumbled onto her new pink dress.
“No matter what happens, you will always be the most beautiful girl to Daddy
and I. Look down at your new dress, Kit. Who’s looking back at you?”
Kit slowly tilted her head down only to see the bright yellow smiley face stare
back at her. Liz smiled and wiped away another tear from her daughter’s
cheek.
“Beauty.”
“That’s right. Because Beauty lives inside of you. She even lives on your
clothes.”
Kit giggled and wrapped her arms around her mother’s neck.
“Thanks, Mommy.”
“I love you, Kit. Now let’s go have breakfast! We can’t be late for school, Kit.
Your teachers are waiting for us!”
_______________________

Liz and Kit clasped hands and entered through the doors of Willow
Elementary School.
“This way, Mom!”
“Surprise!”
“Skipper! What are you doing here?”
“You think I would miss your going away party? No way!”
“What party?”
“Oops, I didn’t mean to ruin the surprise.”
Liz, Kit, and Skipper walked through the door of Ms. Mason’s second grade
classroom.
“Good morning, Mrs. Shay. Kit.”
“SURPRISE!”
Children giggled from every corner of the room and jumped out from behind
their desks. Confetti twisted through the air in happiness. Kit was confused.
“Mommy, why is everyone throwing a party for me?”
“It’s a going away party to wish you good luck! They want you to get better so
you can return to school.”
The whole class ran over the Kit and huddled around her in a giant hug.
Everyone was so happy to see her and all of the girls complimented her new outfit.
Today Kit felt special. Skipper was the last one to have her arms around Kit. As the
class settled down they all took their seats and took out handcrafted cards.
“Kit, we made something very special for you so you know we’ll be thinking
of you.”

Mrs. Mason handed Kit a giant envelope and one by one Kit’s classmates
came up and gave her “get well” cards. The envelope was soon filled with pinks,
blues, oranges, and every color of the rainbow. There were sparkles, rhinestones,
and even feathers that filled the very special package for Kit to take home with her.
They had pink cupcakes around the carpet and shared their favorite characteristic
about Kit to make her feel loved.
“Kit’s my best friend because she always helps me.”
“Kit is so nice and we always play on the playground together.”
“One time Kit helped me clean up the mess after class.”
“She always makes me smile when I’m sad.”
“Kit has a joyful spirit and has showed us the meaning of love and happiness,”
said Ms. Mason.
The class continued to share their feelings about Kit until everyone had their
turn. As Liz sat next to her daughter on the class carpet she felt a tear well up in her
eye. “People really do care,” she thought. Kit felt sad that she wouldn’t be seeing her
classmates and teacher for a while, but she was happy knowing they were being so
kind to her. Today Kit felt loved.
“Honey, this is all for you! Look how many people care about you!” exclaimed
Liz.
Kit felt bashful and her cheeks turned pink. She didn’t know what to say, but
she managed to say “thank you” and smile at her classmates. The rest of Kit’s day
was a blur as she sat through class. Even though she was afraid, Kit remembered
what she talked about with her mom that morning. She remembered the story of

courage and beauty, and even success. When Skipper showed up this morning at
her school she was reminded that people will always be there for her whether she
could see them or not. Kit started to realize that Skipper was just a friend in her
imagination and she couldn’t have her forever, but she knew that Skipper helped her
for the past week. Most of all, Skipper taught Kit the meaning of friendship. At the
end of the school day Kit said goodbye to her classmates and friends.
“We’re really going to miss you, Kit” said her lunch friend, Olivia.
“I’ll miss you guys too. But hopefully I can be back soon.”
“Good luck, Kit. We’ll be thinking of you while you’re getting better” assured
Ms. Mason.
_______________________
Kit stared out the window of the school bus waiting for it to load. She
thought about all of the fun she had with her friends today, but she was happy to be
on the way home. She always anticipated seeing her mom waiting for her at the bus
stop. Kit looked to the left over her shoulder and something caught her eye. It was
the girl in the orange jacket with the short brown hair.
“Hey!” the girl waved Kit to come over.
“Hi.”
“Remember me?”
“Yeah, of course.”
“Wanna come sit with me?” the girl asked.

“Sure! Thanks!”
Kit felt happy that she made a new friend on the bus the other day. Instantly,
she thought of Skipper. If it weren’t for Skipper, Kit would have never met this girl.
“How was your day?”
“It was good. My class threw a party for me today. We had cupcakes and they
all gave me homemade cards.”
“How come? Is it your birthday?”
“No, it was a goodbye party.”
“Are you moving?”
“No, I’m not moving. I’m going to see the doctor.”
“Oh. So you’re sick?”
“Yeah. My parents told me I won’t be in school for a little while because I’ll
be at the doctor.”
“What are you sick with?”
“I forget the name of it. It’s a really long name. But they said it’s some kind of
cancer.”
“Cancer?”
“Yeah. It lives inside of my body and the doctors have to help make me
better.”
“Oh, I see.”
The girl looked disappointed and stared at the floor.
“Is something wrong?”

“Well, I like sitting with you on the bus. Who will I sit with when you’re
gone?”
“You’ll make new friends just how we became friends. Right?”
“Yeah, I guess you’re right. So how long will you be gone for?”
“We don’t know yet. My parents haven’t told me. But they did tell me I might
look different in the next few weeks.”
“How come?”
“Mommy told me I might lose my hair.”
“Oh no! Your hair?”
“Yeah.”
Kit started to feel really sad again.
“But they said they’ll shave their heads so we all look the same! And they will
buy me pretty hats. Mommy told me a story about beauty. She said beauty isn’t
always how someone looks because it can live inside your heart too.”
“Huh. You’re right. I never thought of it that way. By the way, I love your
dress.”
“Thanks! Mom gave it so me as a surprise this morning. It even has a
sparkling smiley face on it.”
“I guess if you’re sad, you can look at your shirt and it will help you smile.”
The bus came to a squealing stop.
“Hey! I think this is your bus stop! Don’t miss it!”
“Yeah, it is. Anyways, I’ll miss you.”
“I’ll miss you too. I’ll save you a seat for when you get back!”

Kit smiled and turned to walk off the bus. Beauty kindled inside her heart.
Today she felt loved.

Tuesday’s Child
Is Full of Grace

Liz pulled back the curtains and let the rays of sunshine fill the room. Mike
rolled over in bed and Liz bent down to kiss his forehead. She knew today would be
the start of a new morning routine. At first, there was something unsettling about it
until she opened Kit’s door and found her coloring a picture on the wooden bench
beside her window. Just like her mother, she opened the curtains and let the
beautiful rays of sunshine in. Kit loved to draw.
“Good morning, sweetheart. What are you doing up so early?”
“I wanted to make this picture for you and Daddy.”
Liz knelt down beside her daughter and combed her hand through Kit’s hair.
“Let me see it!”
“Well I’m not finished yet, but it’s a picture of the three of us. We’re holding
hands after raking leaves at Mr. Thicke’s house.”
“Oh, how sweet of you. I love it, Kit.”
Kit always filled Liz’s life with an array of color. She filled it with love,
goodness, hope, and even strength. Liz smiled to herself and thought how Kit was
growing up to be just like her at that age. Six, and vibrant, and waiting for
adventure. Mike tiptoed quietly into Kit’s bedroom.
“Hey you two!”

He wrapped them in his arms and gave his two favorite girls a big hugs. The
mother and daughter laughed with delight.
“What are you drawing, Kit?”
“A picture of you, me, and Mommy!”
“Wow! How awesome! Kit, let me ask you a question.”
“Ok!”
“What does family mean to you?”
“I don’t know, Daddy. What does it mean to you?”
Mike paused and thought to himself for a second.
“Let me tell you a story.”
Commitment welcomes her family knocking at the door. She senses
happiness and joy in their presence. They walk through the doorway
and embrace each other because it has been so long. No matter the
distance, Commitment knows her family will always be there for her.
Her heart is filled with warmth and she is grateful to have a loving
family who cares about her. She will never turn her back on them
because her love is strong. When Commitment grows up she has to
move away from her family. Although she is sad, she remembers all of
the important things she has learned from her family. She knows they
will always be there for her no matter what. Family taught
Commitment the meaning of Love and Courage. She even learned
Generosity and Success. But most of all, family taught Commitment the

truth about Happiness and Beauty in life, and for that she is thankful.
Commitment is full of grace. She is not afraid of life.
“Neither am I, Daddy.”
“What?”
“I’m not afraid of life.”
The family of three sat on the floor of Kit’s pink bedroom. They held hands
and talked about happy times together. Today was just the beginning of a long
journey ahead. It was nearly two weeks since Kit was diagnosed with Acute
Lymphocytic Leukemia. However, this was not her ending. In fact, it was the
beginning of life—for Liz, for Mike, and especially for Kit—to come together and find
happiness in a time of struggle. They needed to discover the power of love and
commitment, to be thankful even on the most challenging days. Tuesday’s child is
full of grace.

Best Romances
It’s About Time
Gabrielle McNamara

The first time I met you
You arrived ten minutes early.
I know because I did too…
I spend more and more time thinking
About how Time seems to be shrinking.
I doubt that now dreams about then
But if the present could speak it would scream, “Stay”!
And if time were religious it would pray for me to realize
That time has a funny way of passing.
And I wish I could convey
Just how much your time means to me.
You see, Time doesn’t know about how
Every time we pass a flower shop, you stop
Because I like to smell them.
It will be a cold day in Hell when
You think about you without thinking of me as well.
Time doesn’t know
About how much time you give the old lady who lives above us,
Who out-lived the only man she ever loved, yes
It’s like your ears are made to listen to her stories
Every Saturday at four p.m.
When her life becomes whole again…
And Time can’t count.
But if it could
It would count the ways you make it count
Every time you choose to do something
Rather than nothing
Whether it’s your butt you’ve been busting
To get food on the table
Or the daughter you’ve been loving

When she thinks she’s unable
To go on
When the boy she thought she loved told her,
“Look honey, it’s not you this just really isn’t a good time”
It’s disgusting how touching I find all of this to be
But I can only hope some of your time management skills rub off on me!
-- And we aren’t talking efficiency
I know that deadlines have never really been your thing…
I mean the way you manage Time so that despite a lack of it,
Stargazing with me is a necessity
And how every time you wake up you celebrate
Like it’s a birthday, especially
On those wet Sunday mornings
When the rain hits the window steadily
And you look over at me attentively
Because you know I’m going to ask you
If you want to make pancakes
And only you can flip them flawlessly…
[Oh if Time could taste your rainy Sunday morning pancakes].
Time should thank you for cherishing it the way you do
For seizing it the way you do
For weaving moments into memories that would otherwise
Pass and be forgotten
You take what is common
And make it awesome.
For you, the tiny house with the cucumber garden on the corner is beautiful.
For you, the old man who waits on the porch to feed the neighborhood dogs
treats is beautiful.
For you, the mediocre music produced by the pre-teens across the street in
their garage band “Victims of Circumstance” is beautiful.
You make Time youthful just by existing
And I’m doubtful that Time will ever thank you for truly living
So I will…
Thank you.

The beauty of public transportation
At that moment our story was the same. You were on the 1 to the Upper East
Side and so was I. We were going to completely different places I’m sure, but as fate
would have it, at that moment our paths collided. Energy emerged.
I know what you’re thinking. Look at this hopeless romantic. What a poor,
poor soul is she! I wasn’t gawking, though. This was real. At least it felt real. I really
only feel real feelings…
I wanted to slide on over there. Take the earphone out of his ear and
immerse myself into his world. I wanted to tell him of the various romances of
public transportation. How beautiful it is for two strangers to converge onto one
path at one moment in time. Tell him the importance of one moment and how
sometimes that is all love needed.
He scratched his scalp, turned the page of his novel and then wiped his runny
nose with his sleeve. Man, people are so wonderfully unedited.
What are you reading? I love to read. Love it. It’s my favorite. Your nose is a
little runny today, huh? Do you have allergies? I’m allergic to ragweed and almonds.
Maybe it’s just the change of weather. Wait. Stop. Shut up. Who are you? Rewind.
I looked up. He looked down. He looked up. I looked down. Why can’t
people just get out of their own damn way sometimes?
125th street came and I was off. He was left in the dust of my expectations.
----He had hope. He had energy to take a conversation out of thin air. Express
his unwavering love for a girl all in the 3 minutes it would take for a taxi cab to
weave in and out of the traffic leading up to the Harlem 125th Street Station. He
loved her as she sat on the other side of the cold-seated taxi car with her legs
crossed. She was cool, he could tell. No cellphone in sight, rather allowing herself to
sit there with her own thoughts. He wanted her to know everything about him.
Talk about his feelings towards cell phones and how distanced people have become
because of them. He wanted to be everything she wanted and needed him to be.
It wasn’t her beauty though. He assured himself internally that he was much
deeper than that. She had this air about her that was empowered and assured and
that’s what made her so alluring.
He took out a fresh pack of gum he bought for situations such as these and
offered her a piece. She looked up from her lap and lovingly denied. He thought
how beautiful her eyes were and how unfortunate it was that a denial of gum could
easily shut down an entire avenue for conversation. He looked away as he folded a
piece in this mouth. Damn, maybe she was too empowered… more distanced than
he realized.
The cab pulled up to the Station and he hopped off, leaving his love on the
cold seat of his, now, past.

------He walked into the elevator. I looked up. Woah. He was instantly
intoxicated. I smiled at him because I knew. He slid his elegant body next to mine.
I didn’t pull out my phone and neither did he. It was refreshing and
something I immediately took note of. There we were, standing in the middle of a
wooden elevator in Harlem 125th Street Station.
Without thinking, with my dangling hand by my side, I reached for his hand
but stopped about sixty percent into the thought. Wait . Stop. Slow down. History of
situations like these brought back feelings of rejection and denial. I brought my arm
back by my side.
Suddenly he turns his body outward. Damnit. I am so off-putting. Regret and
expectations fall once again. He suddenly turned back around and offered me a
piece of gum. I take it from his beautiful hands and fold it into my mouth.
And there we were. Standing inches away from each other in the middle of
an elevator, staring at our grinning, shy reflections as the elevator doors closed.

Slutty Imposter
Mikaela Marbot

I hate her. Her stupid dirty blonde hair. Her hideous block face. Her malicious and
taunting brown eyes. I especially hate her attitude. The way she’s trying to guilt me into
forgiving her. Claiming that she didn’t realize how deeply I was into him. I hate how she
tries to play dumb. I knew him—heck, I was in love with him—before I even met her.
But here I am now. Tears streaming down my face. Tangled hair slipping through the
messy bun on top of my head. Mascara smudging my eyes. I don’t know how it all went
wrong in a matter of hours.
I was fine this morning. I had no problem rolling out of bed to go to practice. For
a few hours all I focused on was bowling. Grab the ball. Line up. Adjust your approach.
Take a few steps to the foul line. Release the ball. Hope it hits my mark. Smile with
accomplishment if I get the reaction I want. Or frown with determination as I try to figure
out how to adjust my next shot. No cell phones are allowed while we bowl. Coach says
that they cause too much distraction. I agree. Most days I always try to sneak back and
check my phone though. I always claim I’m just checking the time or waiting for an
important call from home. I honestly don’t know why I always want to check my phone. I
guess I just view it as part of my being sometimes. But for some reason, today my phone
lacked appeal. I was too determined. Too focused to perfect every shot. My phone could
wait. The tears would be held off for just a few more hours.
But eventually, I did get to my phone. I saw a message from a girl who lives back
home… a full one hundred and fifty miles away. Last year the distance didn’t faze our
relationship. This year it destroyed our friendship. I wasn’t there to tell her no. I wasn’t
there to keep him close. I should have known it would be her to ruin everything. I should
have known who she really was.
You see, Chelsea is the type of person who always has a guy in her life. She
always has some guy dragging her along. I never thought any of them were worth her
time. The way she allowed herself to be used by guys just so she could feel important for
a few moments. So many nights I would answer her call and listen to her sob and
complain about how yet another boy had dropped her like a used candy wrapper. I would

hear her pity story about how the guys always disposed of her like trash. I always felt bad
for her. But now I’m just mad as hell.
This time the boy she attacked was mine. I don’t mean to sound possessive here,
but for three and a half years I have devoted my heart to trying to figure out the intricate
details of his life. I guess in the back of my mind I knew that none of it was going to last
forever. We could go weeks without speaking to one another; but we always came back.
A quick and simple text from him would send me into a whirlwind of emotion. Instantly I
would become nervous, excited, terrified, and intrigued. My mind always said no. I knew
that I should get over him and try to move on. But my heart refused to let my feet move. I
would firmly plant myself in one place and wait for the next thunderstorm to wilt my
emotions and crush me to the ground.
When I came back to school a few weeks ago, I thought that the final
thunderstorm had finally dried and lost momentum. I tried to put him in the back of my
mind, and I relied on my friends to keep my heart busy so that it could forget. But then,
like always, my phone lit up and I saw a familiar name and number on the screen. The
world around me came to a screeching halt. He was back. The sun was shining and a
bright light was haloing around him this time. There was no clap of thunder. No fury of
lightning. Just sunshine and forgiveness. But all good things must come to an end. The
sun goes down and eventually a new storm brews on the horizon.
This time though, I didn’t realize that the natural disaster barreling towards me
was created by one of my closest friends. I didn’t realize that a girl listed as my “sister”
on Facebook was about to kick me to the ground and laugh as I licked my wounds.
Instead of texting me to see how life was going as a sophomore in college, she texted
him. Instead of asking me about bowling, or my nerves spinning around roster
determination, she asked him if they could meet up. Instead of admitting to herself that
she was singlehandedly ruining the friendship we had built together since middle school,
she climbed into his car and forgot that I existed. And then, the next day, instead of
coming clean and apologizing to me, she lied and did it again.
I’m not stupid. I figured it out. Our conversations became estranged and had a
surprising focus. She wanted to know every detail about my life with him and my
feelings towards him. She wanted me to reassure her that I was over him. But I couldn’t

do that. She knew how I felt. She knew that even though my mouth formed words that
said “It’s over,” my heart was still holding on to what was and every shiver of joy that I
had ever felt. It took her five days to come clean to me. She claimed that she regretted it.
But she never gave me an actual reason why. She left me sobbing and confused one
hundred and fifty miles away from home. Away from her. Away from him. And then she
told me that she was going to do it again. She told me that I should be happy that she was
finally happy. But how can I be happy for someone who just broke my heart? How can I
be happy for the girl who just stole three and a half years of my life? I told her that the
only thing she could do that would make it better was figure out a way to go back in time
so I never had the opportunity to meet her in a bowling alley six years ago. Her only
response was “wow, that’s harsh”.
I can’t even stand to look at my phone anymore. I’m afraid to see his name pop up
on the screen. I can’t face talking to him or asking him why he would do that. For some
reason I can’t even make myself mad at him. It’s annoying to know that I still have
feelings for him. I try to erase them. But nothing works. It’s annoying to know that I lost
him to a girl who was supposed to be like a sister to me. It’s annoying to know that for
most of my teenage years I thought I had a friend who would be with me on my wedding
day. Turns out she was just a slutty imposter.

Cigarettes and Ferris Wheels
Joy Rania Slaoui
The Santa Monica Pier in the distance, a man in the foreground. Our shadows
caress, but our bodies never touch. I watch my cigarette butt burn orange and red
like the glow of the setting sun. He shifts his weight. Right foot. Left foot. The blue
eyes that once cried storms were now drier than the sand he stood on. Right foot.
Left foot. The Ferris wheel spins from the back of his head like the engine to his
thoughts. But with his silence all I hear is the sizzle from my cigarette as I drag in
the crisp evening air. He inhales. I exhale smoke as cloudy as the moment. I look at
a streetlight flickering and dimming while the rest glow bright and I think of us. I
listen for the crash of the waves to mask the sound of sand crunching as he walks
away. Right foot. Left foot.

Bite the Apple
Gabrielle McNamara

The closest she gets to holiness
Is the crossing of her sultry legs,
The raising of her drink to the heavens above,
And the ceremonial sacrifice
Of her young and lustful body.
Nightly I witness
Her layered descent into drunken slumber,
And in my attempt to resurrect her body,
I am reminded of my mortality
And I shiver at the authority of the mind.
The light in the bar flickers at closing time,
Shining on her like a harvest moon,
And its confession reveals
The work that needs to be done.
But when, oh when, will you come again?

The Death of a Writer
Matthew Wagner
A leaf fell with the tear for you
As every step was pulled into the earth
With you
As the sun stained my eyes through my tears
I fathomed all the ways I dishonored you
How I had known you
And how I hadn’t
I wonder if you still miss your bones
As you said you would
I wonder if the chambers of my most secret heart
Are as but windows of air
To your earthen eye [wherever you are]
That venture called “craft” seems to unbind
Unraveling as your tongue once did
Flinging powerful verse like stones through the walls of the world we knew
Its ethers are drifting, swaying
Like my weary head above weakening shoulders
Can I sing to the pains of your memories
Without bleeding out my own?
Something so simple as the taking of a step
Drains my eyes and stretches my heart in silence
For all I knew
The life of the blackbird was radiant
Beaming as that same sun
Compels my steps
And compresses my tears

Deadly Love
Joy Rania Slaoui

80mph down the Pacific Coast Highway with the windows down at dawn. All life at
the brink of awakening. Until the sun erupts from the horizon and bleeds over the
seemingly still waters, the world lays undisturbed. The old Buick’s engine roars into
the darkness, but fails to drown out the suffocating silence. He turns on the radio
and reaches for the high beams but decides the full moon is bright enough. As Bon
Iver’s “Skinny Love” seeps hauntingly through the speakers, he’s overcome by the
image of her crying in their bed, her frail body cradled in the blankets. He stops the
car before a curve in the mountainside and rubs his bloodshot eyes, then, hands
shaking, grips the wheel to turn around.
Bright lights and her pleading blue eyes.
Shattered glass and shattered hearts.
Scents of burnt rubber, gasoline, and Chanel °5.
The sun rises over wreckage where an old Buick’s radio echoes hauntingly from the
side of a lonely mountain.

Arctic Passion
Joy Rania Slaoui
In the dead of night the moonlight is alive. Cutting through the curtains it pours
generously over the bed sheets. I’m mesmerized by the eerie glow of the room and
the dream-like state it creates. I follow the trail of light to my left where a figure lays
sound asleep. It illuminates every cut and angle on his long, bare body. I watch his
chest rise and fall and wonder about the heart inside it. He’s even more beautiful
than the last one. I don’t remember any of their names. They’re everything I want
and nothing I want. Bodies with warmth I can’t provide myself. I’m bound by a
broken equation; two halves one whole, one whole the sum. One cold gaping hole
where my heart should be. No warm beating heart in my bed can revive my own.
But I’m not angry or infected with sadness. Those would be emotions and they
would course like fire through my frozen being. I crave to feel anything that could
rupture my numbness. I crave to feel alive. He stirs, turns towards me, and wraps
his body around mine. I let the heat of his skin intoxicate me as I waste in my own
indifference.

Intruder
Mikaela Marbot
A tangle of sheets creates a barrier to reality,
Keeping me warm,
Keeping my thoughts safe.
But then you appear and scare me away.
Your green eyes so bright,
Your face so serene,
Why are you here?
Here in my dream?
The day is cool and a picnic is set,
Waiting for guests
Waiting for something more.
But then I see you and everything freezes,
Your child so happy,
His laughter coming my way,
Why is he here?
Here in my dream?
The air gets thick as my emotions rage,
Sending my mind a million directions
Sending my body towards you.
And then you smile and tug at my soul,
Your grin so boyish,
Your laughter sounds just right,
But why are you here?
Here in my dream?
My thoughts are private,
I don’t want to share,
I don’t think I can survive having you here.
You need to leave,
My mouth forms words to send you away,
But the voices in my head sing a different tune,
Why are you here?
Here in my dream?
My mind goes blank as I fumble for an excuse,
I don’t know what to say
I don’t want to see you,
I can’t do this again.
None of this is true,
It isn’t real.

There’s nothing to hold on to,
No hope to cling.
This is my space—
Get out.
Get out of my dream.

BEST PHILOSOPHICAL STORIES/Ideas
TORIES/Ideas

Existence
Michael J. Gaudioso
The idea of existence. It is literally impossible to understand. Certainly, you want to
say you exist and that your thoughts and feelings are your own. But how can you
know? You feel your surroundings and you feel your interactions with people. And
you feel pain. Pain from tangible things. Pain because people cannot love you
anymore. Pain from those who never have. This great pain comes from failing and it
cuts far deeper than any laceration. For perhaps although your efforts towards a
person were strong, your paths were never meant to cross. So how can you know if
your decisions have any value at all? Were you not just given a destination from
your spawn into the world? You will never know what kind of life you could have
lived. Your decision could be wrong, or right, to what your path in life should be, but
you can never know. Because you only have one. One life. One measly speck of
existence to spend.
Or to be used.
What could be the grand scheme? Why can you not tap into it to know that you are
not a waste, or that your thoughts are real, or that someone is not just fooling you
into thinking that you are here for a reason? Imagine all the people who have
touched this planet in the same way you have. They are gone. They have no name. In
your existence, they never have been. And one day, neither will you. Imagine five
hundred years from now. A baby is born. Its first memory is in world in which you
are forgotten. In that child’s existence, its first memory has already happened and its
memories are continuing to form. You were never here. None of the people you ever
knew or cared about have ever existed. And this child’s lineage can be traced all the
way back to you. Not even your family knows who you are, or even cares. Death may
be an illusion, but life never existed. So do you exist? Perhaps you can say “yes” by
trying to affect people around you. Perhaps you can say “yes” by gaining
acquaintances during your existence. Perhaps you can say “yes” by doing whatever
you think is right. Assuming you control your actions.
Now, imagine nothing. Take the time line back before this country. Take it back to
before any country. Take it back to before any humans. Take it back to before any
creature. Before the earth. Before the sun. Before the stars. Before the galaxy.
Before existence.

And what is there? All black or all white? An infinitely open space, or a
claustrophobic mass? A creator?
Not any of these.
Not one.
No things.
Nothing.
And yet.
Out of nothing, comes everything. Everything that you know and everything that the
collective human mind has ever known is here. Everything that can be seen and not
seen is here. Everything alive and dead, awake and asleep, loud and silent, solid and
invisible is here. Even that which can be understood and that which is
incomprehensible is here. All things are among us. All things are now. And we must
act. We must act because it is all we can do. We must strive to do what our feelings
tell us to do. We must fight to survive. Because you are part of a “we.” A “we” that
has always interacted and helped one another. Maybe we could have been more
selfish and done all of it for ourselves. But we don’t. Because we know that those
around us can need help. They need help in order to continue existing.
And so we do.

Blue Daisies
Mary Awad
I had something once.
And it was very, very beautiful.
It was an instant, a tender moment in time where

nothing mattered, the world halted, and life was irrevocably beautiful.
Everything was in impossible Technicolor

reds and purples filled the unfathomable sky.
The lake was bright green as if it was filled with lime juice and avocados
and from the ground grew the most beautiful Blue Daisies I have ever seen.
I held the Daisies in my hands and for once in my life believed that anything
was possible
that there were no walls
that one day I could b r e a k the c h a i n s that held me down
in such a black and white world
a world filled with so much hatred, internal pollution, and injustice.
I had something once.
And it was very, very beautiful.
And then I woke up.

The Punt and Shout of Angels

The howl of the night train sings my body electric
Half empty water fills my faith
My stomach is a pit of lust
My heart is a valley of love
But my soul is a hole of sorrow
My mind won’t forgive my soul
For I am a king without crown or throne to rule
I see the world as a mystery which needs to be solved
But a mystery that begins with me
So I began to think about what it would mean
to love another, not for an individual handsome body
but for the way in which they approach the world
It is our eyes that captivate the beauty of a person’s soul
While all around, in hurried reverse, the punt and shout of angels
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In Plain Sight
Katherine Boeglin

Go outside. Take in the fresh air. Look up into the clouds. What do you see?
Too many people in this world have lost their faith. Too many people in this
world are dismissive of the idea of God. People claim that there is no higher power.
Because if there were a God, those people argue that certain events would never have
taken place. So the conclusion drawn is that God doesn’t exist. Yet, as you go through
life’s journey, you often see things that have the potential to prove that there is a higher
power. But if you are not able to see clearly, this proof might be overlooked.
God is in plain sight, especially when you venture out into nature. Walk around
for a while. Look at the beauty of the Earth. It’s breathtaking, and many people have
scientific explanations for it. But there is still the unexplainable. Unexplainable to the
point where you can’t even put it into words. If you find yourself in need of rediscovering
faith, here is a suggestion.
Go outside. Take in the fresh air. Look up into the clouds. What do you see?
You can see the sun peaking through the clouds. You can feel the warmth of it on
your skin. As your eyes sweep across the sky, you notice something: rays of sunshine.
The rays beam down and hit the earth in wide strokes. Areas of the sky and earth are
illuminated with a light that has a soft glow to it, but can be bright enough to form a halo.
If you stop everything that you’re doing for a few moments, and just let your mind take it
all in, you’ll feel it. You’ll realize that no matter what, no matter what you or anyone else
believes, there is some form of a higher power. And that higher power is filled with an
unconditional love that you’d be blessed to feel. Allow yourself to feel God’s love.

God’s presence is in plain sight, but only if you are willing to see it. Have you
ever wondered why some things just work out the way they do? Why certain events take
place in a certain order, just so that the right moment can occur in your life? Did you feel
like God might have intervened? You’ve heard people joke about divine intervention
before, but when you look back on your life you question the possibility that it may not
all be a joke. There are too many coincidences, too many “what ifs” for everything to
happen just by chance.
You feel that sometimes, life isn’t going the way that you want. No matter what
you do, disaster follows you. Everything you try to do, you fail. And then, out of nowhere
something good has finally happened when you least expect it. You look back at what the
past few weeks have been and you realize something. If everything had the outcome you
originally desired, this wonderful thing that has been thrust upon you would not have
happened. Everything happens for a reason. God has a plan for you, and He will see it
through.
Open your eyes and open your mind.
It’s in plain sight. Very easy to see. But not everyone is open to this way of
looking at the world. Yet, it’s there. You can believe in God and find Him in all different
forms in all different things. But if you cloud your mind with the influence of others, you
might not see it that way. Do not allow yourself to become jaded because others in this
world don’t feel the same way.
God is in plain sight. Go and find Him.

Veritas
Matthew Wagner
Cascading water’s symphony,
Eternity you hold.
Your sound unceasing wakens peace
Within this gripping cold.
The sky's bereft of starry light,
A cloud has spelled the end.
But who's to say their office is
The only one to mend?
For here in silence of the heart,
Your sound is all I need
To see my spirit raised again,
My inhibitions freed.
No longer can the world around
Assail my beating heart.
So long as I've the water's peace,
My hope need not depart.
And suddenly the breath I take's
Renewed and warmed with grace.
To thank I have the majesty
Of this beloved place.

BEST DRAMAS/Suspense
RAMAS/Suspense
Untitled
Laura Hardt
God did not love her. Of this she was certain. Every breath was laborious; every
moment seemed to last for an agonizing eternity. Her eyes glassy and her skin a
deathly pallor, she lay upon her unmade bed, longing for the day when she could
speak again - anything to release her from the suffocating solitude of her bower. Too
long had she been imprisoned thus. Intoxicated by the promise of a cure, she
allowed herself to dream. Her breath came in feverish gasps as she struggled to hold
back her tears. Health had been and would remain an alien concept - a foolish
longing. For this, she began to weep.

Untitled
Chelsea Tibus
It began in that room, with the pale sun shining through the crooked blinds and
the air smelling like the end of summer. There was nothing particularly special about that
room besides its inhabitants. There were a few scattered pictures across the dresser and
scarves wrapped around the bed frame. Beyond that, the gray carpeting and light blue bed
spread did nothing to hint at any sort of personality. The walls were bare and white, only
marred by the boxes stacked high against every wall.
The owner of the room was currently packing haphazardly. The boxes were
almost filled, but she worried about forget something important. She paced around the
room, opening drawers and shifting books in the hopes that she would find what her mind
kept telling her she was missing. She was a pretty girl, maybe not exceptionally so, but in
her small town she had excelled as a beautiful girl, as most pretty girls did when growing
up with hardly any competition. She hummed to herself as she worked her way around
the room, mindlessly singing half phrases of half remembered songs. A younger girl, just
struggling past the remnants of childhood and plunging in to the stages pre-teenager,
perched at the end of that boring blue bed, and watched the other girl with rapt, childlike
attention. She didn’t speak, just fiddled with one of the scarves and occasionally rifled
through the books without really looking. Finally, the older girl paused, and turned
towards the bed. “You don’t have to hang out with me, Sissy,” She said, her voice
sounding bored. She didn’t expect or care for a reply, and turned back to her room once
more.
She didn’t see the little girl shrug, but she got her reply anyways. “I don’t care,”
said the younger, who at this point had begun to harness the craft of lying. She didn’t use
it often, as she was too afraid of her elders finding out, but she also knew that it didn’t
matter if she lied now. “Hey, Kat?” She asked, without really having a question.
Regardless, Kat ignored her, and began to open the boxes and checking their contents.
Disgruntled but not surprised, the girl laid back on the bed and stared at the
ceiling fan, which was spinning gently. Kat glanced over and sighed. She didn’t really
mind if the girl stayed, but she had also had to put up with her constant presence all week.
“Don’t you have somewhere to be?” She asked. There was no answer. Kat sighed again,
and leafed through the rest of her things before grabbing her keys and opening her
bedroom door.
The girl scrambled up out of the bed, the stillness from earlier disappearing in a
cloud of anxiety. “Wait, Kat, where are you going?”
“Out,” Kat said as she descended the stairs.
“I wanna come!”
Kat snorted and shook her head. She didn’t bother to turn around. Instead, she
pointed out that her brother was in his room, and perhaps Sissy wouldn’t mind playing
with him instead. That made the girl crinkle her nose. Boys were gross, and still had
cooties, and Kat’s brother was the grossest and most cootie filled of them all. It was Kat
this time who shrugged indifferently, and left with a loud bang of the door. She knew
Sissy would seek her brother out anyways; she would get too bored otherwise.

Mike, much like his sister, was only exceptional in all that ways that made him
completely ordinary. He liked to sit in his room and watch ordinary television shows
while talking to his ordinary friends and wearing his non-descript, ordinary t-shirts and
jeans. Naturally, the younger girl worshipped him, and although preferred the company
of Kat and all her familiar girlishness, she didn’t actually mind Mike and his horrible boy
cooties all that much.
0_0
Thankfully, there weren’t actually a set of parents so awful as to rightfully name
their child “Sissy”. Sissy was a name that came much later in life, because her real name
was too painfully normal.
Sissy and her family came to the neighborhood when she was only three. And
while the area was quiet and safe, it was also far removed from where the school was
located. As such, the surrounding houses tended to attract those people who were beyond
child rearing days. So when Sissy had knocked on her neighbor’s door that day many
years ago, it was Kat who had answered. Kat, who was years older and past the age of
wanting to hang with silly little girls. But it was also Kat, who for so long had lived in the
middle of nowhere with no other friends around, who had let her in.
“Sissy,” The younger girl would say. “I want to play with your dolls.”
And Kat would sigh and grumble and roll her eyes because dolls were for babies
and Kat had better things to do, but she took the dolls out anyway, and would sit on the
floor for hours, mimicking voices and waving plastic bodies in the air for the amusement
of a child.
“Sissy, I’m hungry.” And Kat would make peanut butter sandwiches with the
crusts cut off.
“Sissy,” Kat would say, at first to mock her, and then to address her. Then the
time came when Kat decided she was too old to hold on to any sort of childhood
nickname. But sissy suited the younger girl just fine.
Mike would always scoff and make faces whenever they chose to call themselves
that name. But Sissy could never bring herself to call him brother, anyways.
0_0
“Why does she have to move out now?” Sissy asked after Kat left. She was sitting
up against the headboard, because while maybe Mike wasn’t so bad after all, she wasn’t
in the mood to sit too close, just in case. Mike was now the one perched at the end of the
bed, his eyes glued to his brand new videogame, fingers working tirelessly over the
controller. He was muttering under his breath as his character on screen battled a whole
army of aliens. Occasionally the screen filled with flames and the sound of gunshots. He
waited until he lost the game, before sighing and restarting. As it loaded, he tossed
another controller behind him. She grabbed it unthinkingly, and loaded her own character
on to the screen.
It was only then that he answered her. “She’s nineteen, you know. She can do
what she wants.”
“Yeah, but you’re fifteen. That’s hardly any difference,” Sissy told him. Mike
actually rolled his eyes. She could tell he disagreed, but she didn’t bother to bring up the
subject again.
Kat left on a Tuesday, piling all her boxes in a hand me down Toyota. She said
nothing to her neighbors, and would have surpassed her own parents and Michael as well,

if she could have lived with the guilt. Her mom cried when the car turned around a corner
and out of sight, and her dad continued reading the newspaper. Mike sat in his own,
alone, and starred at the television.
Sissy came over on a Thursday, brand new videogame clutched in her hands. She
didn’t knock, because she never had to anymore. She went straight to Mike’s room, and
found him sitting at his desk, staring at the computer screen. She loaded up the game
without a word, and handed him a controller. He took it without looking, but he sat next
to her on the bed and they played silently for hours.
Weeks passed in that similar routine. One day, Mike told her that it was stupid to
continue calling her “Sissy”, since Kat wasn’t around anyways. That made her mad, and
for hours she couldn’t speak to him. She wanted to sit in Kat’s room again, but all of her
things were gone, so all that room held was the gray carpet and pale sunlight. She missed
the days in that room, and for a while she would stare at the door whenever she passed it
on her way to Mike’s. It was always cracked open just slightly, so she could stare in to
the emptiness of it. The day Mike told her to stop calling herself Sissy, the door had been
shut. She wanted to open it, wanted to walk in there just to see if it would feel the same,
if she could bring back the happiness back to her memories, instead of the lingering
bitterness she felt. She considered, for a while, leaving Mike alone and never coming
back. But Kat had already left, and she had no one else to fill her empty time with. Mike
was not a conversationalist, nor did he ever have anything incredibly interesting to say.
But he let her sit there, he let her sit there with her own thoughts undisturbed, while he sat
there too, his own ideas and plans spin around in his head with no intention to let anyone
touch them but himself. She found that comforting.
And, Mike was right. Sissy was a nickname meant for a child, and she was
coming to a time where she was too old to hold on to it.
Once her anger had passed, she went back to his room, and sat at the end of his
bed, and picked up a controller from the floor. “Mary,” She said. “My name is Mary.”
And that was that.
They went to the store together, the day Mike passed his driver’s test. They
picked out the best game and movie they could find, which was not easy, because they
disagreed on every option. They brought their purchases back with pride, and replayed
both over and over until the discs scratched and familiar images haunted them whenever
they closed their eyes.
They rearranged the bed and television, so that even with the blinds drawn the
screen was protected from a glare. Sometimes they talked, or made idle conversation.
They didn’t talk about Kat, or where she was, or why she never came home. They did
nothing on the anniversary of her leaving, except pass a bottle between them.
Mike kissed her once, on a day of no significance, out of curiosity and maybe
because of proximity. She was always there, and somehow it made sense. They kissed
more than once after that.
Sometimes, one of them cried. The crying never started from any prompting.
Sometimes, she would be playing a game, and she would feel her throat choke up.
Sometimes it wasn’t enough to stare off in to space or in to the television screen. When it
was his time to cry, she always seemed to show up right as it started. The never talked
about it, just like they never talked about the kissing, or never talked about Kat, or what

Mike’s plans for the future were. Instead they sat side by side and leaned in to each other
until the tears stopped.
It ended in that room, with the rain pounding against the glass, and the shadows
creeping across every corner. The young girl laid across the bed, refusing to watch as he
moved around the room, filling the boxes with all his belonging. He was worried he
would forget something, and he paced back and forth, opening drawers and rummaging
through old notebooks and stained t-shirts, determined to find what it was that his mind
was telling him he was missing. The girl sighed, long and drawn out, before propping
herself up on one elbow. “So, you’re really going then.”
Mike barely glanced at her as he began to tape the boxes shut. He figured that was
answer enough.
“I want to come with you.”
He snorted. “Absolutely not.”
“Why?”
Mike didn’t answer that, either. They passed the rest of the afternoon in their
typical silence, until his own room was bare and he was finally ready to leave. He left on
a Saturday, leaving behind a stack of his favorite video games on the bed for her to take.
She didn’t bother to take them, and instead returned to her own home. Her own room had
boxes she had bought on a whim. But they were empty, as her room was full and
cluttered with all of her things. She laid out on her bed, and accepted the loneliness.

Prodigal Daughter
Mary Awad
One day, I walked to the future. Step by step, I walked forward through the years,
through the hardships and glories, to my childhood home. And I was greeted with a
sight that was absolutely appalling. My father, once full of health and life, was fat
and grey and sad when his wrinkled, swollen hands opened the stark white door of
the house. With back hunched, glasses thick, he did not smile nor speak when he
saw me on the decrepit stone porch but just silently moved away from the doorway
and allowed me to enter the house, its floor paved in black. I was greeted by the
acidic smell of death and then, almost nostalgically, by the biting words of my
mother, now thin and frail, too weak to move, who sat in her usual place on the
couch. “Look who it is, our Prodigal Daughter,” she spat, her once youthful face
bitter and apathetic.
Her words made my heart shatter.
As I walked through the house, its heavy black floor still a mystery to me, our old
family photos were on display. Two adults, the people my parents once were,
smiling surrounding three precious children with blacked out eyes. They blacked
our eyes out, mine, my sister’s, my brother’s. They blacked out the eyes of their own
children. Did something happen so painful that they wished to forget us? Or was it
just time and age that caused this drift?
Again, I felt my heart shatter.
Is this truly how the future must be? The paved black floor brings me down and I
expect pain but am only met with a soft surface. The floor, the mysterious paved
floor, is covered in a black fur. It warmed my cold sweating skin, eased my breaking
slightly, but burned my nose with its acidic smell of death. “The loneliness killed
them. But we won’t let it kill us.” My father stands above me, holding one of the
black objects that pave the floor. It hangs in hand, motionless, reeking of death, with
its unmoving eyes staring at me. Spooky, the little black kitten we saved from the
street hangs dead in my father’s hand. I look around me, the floor paved with the
corpses of her brothers and sisters, of other beautiful black felines, covering the
carpet. “We were so alone once you left, we couldn’t go through with getting rid of
them, so we kept them all. Finally, something that can’t leave us. Your mother and I
can be at peace.”
I ran. Ran away from the hollow shell of my father, the bitter reflection of my
mother, back to the past and to a time where my house was a home instead of a
place to bury my shattered heart. I sprinted to the past, away from the house filled
with death, the only company my parents could find anymore. Is this truly how the
future must be? Will their world come crashing down because of us? Because of me?
I am the Prodigal Daughter, one who leaves and returns, unwelcomed and sickened
by the sight she sees, met with parents’ contempt. If that is what is meant to be then
no matter my love, no matter the burial place of my shattered heart, I will not
become the Prodigal Daughter. I will cease trying to save these people because they
cannot be saved, not matter how hard I try. I will never go back.
I will never go back.

Brownies
Sasha Caldwell
I see you standing in the mirror
But a strangers staring back.
Scrunching her eyes the way you do,
When you don't see what’s true to you.
See, I rationalize that brownies are okay sometimes.
And that walnuts are always a must,
It was the one philosophy we lived by
Before he got the best of you.
Spending ice cream perfect summer days
In the stupid gym eating carrots
Analyzing each bend and curve
Or what used to be each bend and curve
Your mind screamed, "I need a brownie!"
But your voice sadly said, "No"
You stormed off, but
I knew where you were going,
I heard you twice before,
As my 3pm bathroom appointment came to an end
The sound I heard was worse than my smell.
Fuck it and fuck you,
If you think carrots are better than brownies
But it’s not you and it’s not me

He's the reason you’re standing at the mirror
Pulling at yourself
But I am the asshole refusing to see,
That the stranger is me.

The Masked Monster
Sarah Loso
Confusion and haze cloud my head.
Feeling pain in places unaware pain could find.
Unsure of what happened; unfamiliar face.
Fear and embarrassment rushes in with force strong enough to kill.
I thought the monster killed me.
Barely breathing, I am alive just enough to feel every part that had been taken.
Lying there.
Empty.
Lying there.
Still.
Just lying there.
Spit on
Tainted
Bruised
Bloody
Slain.
Am I still alive?
Afraid to turn over to face the back that is touching the bare skin of mine.
That strange foreign skin playing the act of a lover.
It is really only masking a monster.
A monster that lured me with his cunning tongue.
Aware that words had no meaning in sweet intoxication.
Taking a bite into me knowing that I cold feel no pain.
Knowing I could not fight him,
Stop him,
Or try.
Try. Did I try?
Did I put up a fight against this monster?
Did I fend him off with all of my strength?
Did I lay in defeat and hang down my head, remove my armor?
Or did I answer him with sultry words…
Mouth warm and wet with poison I chose to take.
Did I lure the monster into an attack?
The monster I lay beside…
Or am I like many?
… Silenced
Terrified to face their monster.

The one whose very image sends shivers of terror down my spine.
Am I like many?
… Afraid
Afraid the attack was deserved.

Keep Running
Mandy Montgomery

The man watched as a shiny BMW passed slowly and cautiously avoided the
washboard road. He smirked and shook his head as he worked on a cheekful of
sunflower seeds. The dog’s droopy eyes followed each shell as it shot from the man’s
mouth to the spot where it landed, usually taking a bounce before disappearing
between the porch planks. Her ears perked up when a tan arm reached to the side
table and grabbed a glass bottle. The man took one last swig and admired the
lowering sun, which sent rough shadows through the rows of chopped wheat fields
left behind by a recent harvest. A drop of sweat rolled over his temple and down his
cheek until it was wiped away by a tattered red handkerchief.
The man retired early that evening, just like he did every night for the last
two years. He pulled back the covers on his side of the bed and sat down on the edge
of the mattress. He turned off the light before he had time to look at the empty space
beside him, where his wife once faithfully awaited a kiss goodnight. He slipped
beneath the sheet, took a deep breath, and closed his eyes.

The phone rang. He sat up quickly. It was still dark. His heart was pounding.
It rang again. He scrambled to the receiver and picked up the phone in the hallway.
A woman’s voice was on the other end. Roadside ambush. Entry wounds and exit
wounds. Lots of blood. His son’s blood. Stateside recovery. He wrote down an
address and hung up the phone. The words didn’t make sense. He lay back down,

wide-awake and motionless. His hand touched the empty pillow next to him. There
was nothing else he could do until morning.

When dawn finally peeked through the window, he got up and made coffee
that he didn’t drink. Nothing, even a cup of Seattle’s Best, could make this morning
more bearable. He got dressed and examined himself in the mirror, straightened his
tie, and grabbed his keys. The dog ran out to the truck and hopped into the
passenger seat while the man revved the engine and slammed the door.
During the long drive, the man remembered the last time he was in a hospital
– the smell, the people, and the commotion. He remembered the intense loneliness
after leaving his wife there and walking out the doors without her. He wasn’t sure if
he could handle it again. His clammy hands trembled and he steadied them on the
knee of his wrinkled khakis.
He found the Intensive Care entrance and pulled into a parking spot. He
cracked the windows and the dog, knowing exactly what to do, curled up contently
on the truck’s bench seat. The man patted her on the head and slowly got out of the
car. He walked toward the hospital door, waging a battle of hope and fear in his
mind.
After checking into the front desk, he approached a recovery room. He
peered through the door and saw a white curtain hanging from the ceiling, a few
machines, and some small plastic armchairs. He traced and retraced the American
flag pin that was still attached to his loosened necktie.

The man closed his eyes and took a long breath before he turned the
doorknob and entered the small room. He slowly pulled the curtain aside and was
comforted by the sound of steady beating from the heart monitor. He chuckled
nervously after noticing that his own heart was beating almost twice as fast. Lying
in the bed was a younger, more handsome version of himself. He was sleeping,
perfectly still other than the mechanical rise and fall of his chest. The man put his
hands on the cool metal railing fastened to the side of the bed and sat down next to
his son.
A nurse walked in with a clipboard and put her free hand on the man’s
shoulder. He looked up at her questioningly, and with a nod of approval, he reached
for his son’s bandaged hand. The skin felt warm and very much alive. The nurse
adjusted some of the equipment in the room and added notes to a spreadsheet on
the clipboard. In a calm voice, she simply reported that he was doing well today.
Then she walked away and softly shut the door.
Later, a doctor came in and put in plain words that one of the boy’s legs was
amputated, and they were still waiting to see if the other one could be saved. They
had already removed three bullets from his chest and one was still lodged in his
back, but it was expected to come out with relative ease once he became more
stable. He had been in a coma for the few days it took to transport him back to the
states and had just woken up that morning.
The bandaged fingers came to life. They moved slowly at first, but then the
movements became more deliberate, squeezing the man’s hand, noticing the

calloused skin. The boy winced as he turned his head and made an attempt to open
his eyes. They hadn’t seen each other since deployment over a year ago.
“I missed you, dad,” the boy said in a deep, scratchy voice.
“Missed you too, kid,” the man replied. They both smiled for the first time in
a very, very long time.

After many long months of rehab, the boy finally got to go home. The man,
slouched on a folding lawn chair, smirked and shook his head as he worked on a
cheekful of sunflower seeds. A tan arm reached to a side table and grabbed a glass
bottle. The man took one last swig and admired the lowering sun, which cast playful
shadows on the front lawn. His son bent down, balanced on his crutches and one
foot, and pulled a ball from the dog’s mouth and threw it off into a neighboring field.
A tear fell from the man’s eye, rolled down the crease between his nose and cheek,
almost making its way to his lip, before it was wiped away by a tattered red
handkerchief.

So Be It
Nicholas Aquilino

A bar. Almost 1AM. Only a small portion of the background can be seen -- a few tables
and a bar stool.
MR. ABEL, A man in a dull black suit walks in and sits down at a table.

(A waitress slowly walks up to the table.)

MR. ABEL: Can I have a …

(The waitress quickly puts a revolver down on the table and then walks away normally.
Mr. Abel quickly grabs the gun and hides it in his lap. Mr. Abel examines the gun for a
brief moment.
A MAN in a white suit walks in holding a briefcase and sits down at a table, with his side
towards the audience. Mr. Abel hides the gun between his legs.)

MAN: Hello, Mr. Abel.
MR. ABEL: Hello…
MAN: Do you know who I am?
MR. ABEL: No…
MAN: Do you know who you are?
MR. ABEL: Yes…
MAN: Are you sure?

MR. ABEL: Yes…
MAN: Do you know what I do…Mr. Abel?
MR. ABEL: I was told you were the one to see if I wanted to…
MAN: Be reborn?

(Mr. Abel freezes. The man stands up and walks to the edge of the stage, talking to the
audience.)

MAN: Let me explain to you exactly what it is that I do. I’m Fate. When you sit across
my table, you play by my rules. With one word I’ll make this sap shit his pants
and get his mind racing to no end.

(Mr. Cain walks over to the table and sits back down.)

MR. ABEL: Who are you?
MAN: Tonight…you can call me… Cain.
(Mr. Abel’s eyes open wide and he’s taken back by the answer. Mr. Abel freezes. Mr.
Cain looks at the audience, raises his eyebrows repeatedly and grins.)
MR. CAIN: Seeeeeeeee?
(Looking back at Mr. Abel.)
MR. CAIN: Why the silence, Mr. Abel?
MR. ABEL: (Beat.) What’s your real name?
MR. CAIN: Tonight it is Mr. Cain.

(Mr. Abel tenses up and gets nervous.)
MR. ABEL: (Beat.) Are you trying to threaten me?
MR. CAIN: Not quite so, Mr. Abel. I am merely taking the name that fits me best on this
night.
(Beat.)
MR. CAIN: For tonight, your destiny, your future is in my hands.
MR. ABEL: Okay…Mr. Cain…how does this work?
MR. CAIN: How does anything work? There are several steps.
MR. CAIN: First, I ask three questions. These questions will determine your state when I
leave this table.
MR. ABEL: Which are?
MR. CAIN: Why so quick to prod? Relax, Mr. Abel. This is beneficial to you. (Beat.)
First…who are you?
MR. ABEL: Joseph Abel.
MR. CAIN: Second…how did you find me?
MR. ABEL: I talked to a man named Jeremiah. He told me you would be here tonight,
waiting for me.
MR. CAIN: Lastly…what do you want?
MR. ABEL: I want a new life. I want to get rid of everything dragging me down.
MR. CAIN: And you’re so sure you understand this? I want you to look me in the eyes. I
want you to tell me exactly what you want and why you want it.
(Mr. Abel looks down at the table, staring at it for a few seconds.)
MR. ABEL: I want out.

MR. CAIN: Are you weak?
MR. ABEL: What? No…no, I’m not weak. This isn’t about me being weak.
MR. CAIN: Then what is it about?
MR. ABEL: It’s about me wanting more.
MR. CAIN: What more do you want? You have more than most. You have a job, a wife,
a son. What else is there?
MR. ABEL: How do you know this?
MR. CAIN: I have more than two eyes, Mr. Abel.
MR. ABEL: I knew it.
MR. CAIN: Knew what?
MR. ABEL: I’ve seen the same man for the past few days…everywhere I went he was
there… he had -MR. CAIN: Black hair, black leather jacket, black jeans …perhaps?
MR. ABEL: Why was he following me?
MR. CAIN: I had to know who I was dealing with. Do you think a man like me would
jump head first into anything? I had to be prepared, calculated and convicted in
my approach. I had to be sure I knew what you wanted before I even looked you
in the eyes. Do you know what you want, Mr. Abel?
MR. ABEL: Yes.
MR. CAIN: Don’t be so sure. What is it then? Is it happiness? I get that one a lot.
MR. ABEL: No. It’s not happiness.
MR. CAIN: Then you’re happy?
MR. ABEL: No.

MR. CAIN: You’re empty.
MR. ABEL: (Beat.) Yes.
MR. CAIN: Is it them? Or you?
MR. ABEL: It’s not them…. it’s me.
(Mr. Abel leans forward.)
MR. ABEL: (Beat.) It’s gone. All of it. I don’t feel it anymore.
MR. CAIN: The sex?
MR. ABEL: What? No, not the sex, damn it. (Beat.) It’s everything. I wake up and the
walls are blank. I draw the curtain back and I see nothing. A white sun rising
through a grey sky. I work, don’t say a damn word to anyone, come home and see
my wife, my beautiful wife…and it means…nothing. She looks at me in a way I
can’t look at her. (Beat.) I look into her eyes and all I see is grey. The warmth is
gone, faded.
(Mr. Abel freezes. Mr. Cain looks at the audience.)
MR. CAIN: This man is completely numb. He isn’t feeling a connection to anything. But
it’s not because that connection isn’t there, it’s because his sins are clouding it.
It’s time to go deeper.
(Looking back at Abel.)
MR. CAIN: Have you been unfaithful?
MR. ABEL: No, of course not.
MR. CAIN: Bullshit.
(MR. ABEL leans back.)
MR. ABEL: (Beat.) Once.

MR. CAIN: Bullshit.
MR. ABEL: (Beat.) Twice.
(Mr. Cain leans forward.)
MR. CAIN: (Beat.) Bullshit.
MR. ABEL: (Beat.) I don’t know.
(Mr. Abel freezes. Mr. Cain addresses the audience, grinning sarcastically.)
MR. CAIN: Would you kindly answer the fucking questionnnnnnnn
(Looking back at Abel.)
MR. CAIN: Don’t know what?
MR. ABEL: I don’t know how many times.
MR. CAIN: You don’t know how many times or how many women?
MR. ABEL: (Beat.) Both.
(Mr. Cain smirks and leans in towards Abel.)
MR. CAIN: You’ve been a very…bad….boy.
(Mr. Abel freezes. Mr. Cain addressing audience.)
MR. CAIN: Time to see what’s down the rabbit hole.
(Looking back at Abel.)
MR. CAIN: How long ago did this start?
MR. ABEL: Two years ago.
MR. CAIN: Neighbor, business trip, friend or sister?
MR. ABEL: Business trip.
MR. CAIN: And…
(Mr. Abel sits up.)

MR. ABEL: (Beat.) Her friend. One of her co-workers.
MR. CAIN: What drew you to her? It must’ve been more than a nice rack. It isn’t easy
for an empty man to feel a connection.
MR. ABEL: I looked into her eyes and I saw nothing. I reminded me of looking into a
mirror. We fucked..
MR. CAIN: On that night did you feel…alive?
(Mr. Abel stares blankly in the distance.)
MR. ABEL: (Beat.) Yes.
MR. CAIN: Why didn’t you stay with her?
MR. ABEL: Because I knew it couldn’t last. That night we spent together, I forgot it all.
All I could think about was her. Her touch…her kiss…it was…confusion. She
was a puzzle. An endless maze with no end. I couldn’t understand her. One
kiss…long, deep and passionate. The other…short, bitter and coarse. Almost as if
she didn’t know how we got there. As if she wondered how our lives fell so far
from what they should be. How life slipped away and came to that. (Beat.) A
dark, empty hotel room …two lost souls looking for a warm embrace. And still…
in the warmth of our entangled arms, we struggled to find the meaning in it all.
Even in trying to fall in love, the deepest form of connection, we were searching
for something that was constantly drifting away.
(Mr. Abel looking directly at Mr. Cain.)
MR. ABEL: That was the last night I spent with a woman.
(Mr. Abel freezes. Addressing the audience.)
MR. CAIN: Interesting. That rules out indifference. Deeper we go.

(Looking back at Abel.)
MR. CAIN: So where have you been living?
MR. ABEL: At that very hotel. The same room…but now I sleep alone.
MR. CAIN: And that’s that?
MR. ABEL: What the fuck do you mean and that’s that? This is my life we’re talking
about.
MR. CAIN: Do not try and channel your frustration and anger with yourself towards me.
You did this to yourself, MR. ABEL.
MR. CAIN: Tell me about your son. Does he look for his father? Does he wonder why
he’s not at home?
MR. ABEL: You don’t need to know shit about my son.
MR. CAIN: But I do. If I am to give you a new life…to take you to your rebirth…I’m
going to need to know you better than anyone has ever known you
before...including your wife and son.
MR. ABEL: (Beat.) Okay.
MR. CAIN: Do you love him?
MR. ABEL: I… (Beat.) I don’t know.
(Mr. Abel freezes. Addressing the audience, smirking sarcastically.)
MR. CAIN: Let’s not start this againnnnnnn
(Looking back at Abel.)
MR. CAIN: Do you love him?
MR. ABEL: No.
MR. CAIN: No?

MR. ABEL: No. I don’t.
MR. CAIN: You’re not going to get off that easy.
MR. ABEL: I didn’t want him but she wanted a baby so bad, I didn’t have the balls to say
no. So we tried. And one day…there he was. And from day one, from the
moment I first saw him, I felt nothing. Deep down in my heart, at the bottom of
my soul, there was nothing to feel. There was no connection. Every day I tried as
hard I could to care, to find it in myself to find a connection between us…but it
never came.
(MR. ABEL looks down.)
I didn’t love him. (Beat.)
(MR. ABEL looks up.)
You can’t make yourself love. You can’t make yourself care. Either you feel it…
or you don’t.
MR. CAIN: What do you love?
MR. ABEL: Freedom.
MR. CAIN: You don’t love freedom, you want it. Will this bring you freedom, Mr. Abel?
MR. ABEL: Yes.
MR. CAIN: Freedom is eternal, life is temporary. I can give you a new life. I can give
you a release. But to be released isn’t to be set free. I can only set you free into
the same world with new walls. This is life, the same restrictions still apply.
MR. ABEL: Listen, I was under the impression that if I brought you the money, you’d be
able to do this.
MR. CAIN: No wonder you’re empty. You’re still under the age-old impression that

money rules the world. Are you a wealthy man Mr. Abel?
MR. ABEL: No, I wouldn’t say so.
(Mr. Abel freezes. Mr. Cain looks at the audience.)
MR. CAIN: This isn’t going as quickly as I would’ve liked. It’s time to… escalate things.
(Looking back at Abel.)
MR. CAIN: Tell me, are you a religious man, Mr. Abel?
MR. ABEL: What does religion have to do with this?
MR. CAIN: Everything. Surely a man like you needs some sort of faith.
MR. ABEL: A man like me?
MR. CAIN: Yes, a man like you. A man with nothing to live for. Surely something is
keeping you hanging on. Perhaps it’s the arm of God?
MR. ABEL: Yes, I do believe in God.
MR. CAIN: And why is that?
MR. ABEL: Because I was raised that way.
MR. CAIN: Have you read the Bible?
MR. ABEL: All of it.
MR. CAIN: And what, in all of its glory, did it teach you?
MR. ABEL: Many things…
MR. CAIN: Says the man who’s lost. Did he fail you, Mr. Abel? Or did you fail him?
MR. ABEL: I didn’t fail him. He abandoned me.
MR. CAIN: Typical.
MR. ABEL: Typical what?
MR. CAIN: For some, religion is a crutch, something to place the blame on. They get

angry with God. They blame him for their own failures. Have you ever been
angry with god, Mr. Abel?
MR. ABEL: Yes.
MR. CAIN: Now?
MR. ABEL. Yes.
(Mr. Cain smiles.)
MR. CAIN: Why? What can be more concrete than the faith of God?
MR. ABEL: Life.
MR. CAIN: Or death.
(Beat.)
MR. CAIN: I don’t think I can help you, Mr. Abel.
MR. ABEL: That’s not the answer I was hoping for.
(Beat.)
(Underneath the table, Mr. Abel tenses up, he slowly grabs the gun with his left hand, the
hand that’s closest to the audience.)
MR. ABEL: It wasn’t easy to convince myself to do this. I need you to help me. Whoever
the fuck you are, I need you to set me free. I need a new start. A fresh start. A new
beginning.
MR. CAIN: You’re a man with nothing, Mr. Abel. No love for your wife or son, not even
for God or yourself. What can a new life do for you?
MR. ABEL: Everything. I need to be rid of this, all of this. I want to wake up tomorrow,
in a new town, with a new name, and a new job, and be someone else…and…
MR. CAIN: But will you forget?

MR. ABEL: What?
MR. CAIN: Will. You. Forget?
(Beat.)
(Mr. Abel sits back, leaning his head against the back of the booth.)
MR. ABEL: No. But I won’t have to reminded every day.
MR. CAIN: But when you lay down at night and close your eyes, will you be able to
forget that you’re a cheating, cold, heartless, faithless, empty bastard?
(Mr. Abel pulls out the gun and points it at Mr. Cain. Mr. Cain doesn’t even flinch. Mr.
Abel freezes. Mr. Cain addresses the audience.)
MR. CAIN: Oh Mr. Abel! Here you are, dancing in the palm of my powerful hand! Yes,
I’ve had my fun… but the time for games is over. Now, I pass my judgment.
(Looking back at Mr. Abel.)
MR. CAIN: (Sarcastically.) Oh no, a gun! Oh wait… another fuck up.
MR. ABEL: What?
MR. CAIN: You failed my test, Mr. Abel.
MR. ABEL: What the fuck do you want from me?
MR. CAIN: I want you to take action, Mr. Abel! How can I help you if you won’t even
begin to help yourself? You’re stuck in the middle ground, Mr. Abel. You have to
make a choice. You’re dangling, Mr. Abel, dangling like a lifeless corpse at the
end of a rope. Are you capable of making a choice?
(Pressing the gun against Mr. Cain’s forehead.)
MR. ABEL: You wanna find out?
MR. CAIN: Am I supposed to believe you’re going to pull that trigger?

MR. ABEL: Don’t test me.
MR. CAIN: If you were going to pull that trigger, you wouldn’t done it without
hesitation. If anything I’ve said tonight has had any effect on you, I wouldn’t be
fucking talking right now. You’re a shell of a pathetic man who ran away from his
problems in life. You don’t pass tests, you don’t even take them. You tuck your
dick between your legs and slink the other way. But the moment you have an
object of power, something that will act for you, then you sprout a pair!
MR. ABEL: Shut up!
MR. CAIN: As if having a gun makes you a man. Pathetic. Ask yourself a question Mr.
Abel – what the fuck is a gun going to solve in your hands?
(Mr. Abel freezes. Mr. Cain looks at the audience)
MR. CAIN: Watch thissss.
(Mr. Cain looks back at Mr. Abel, tilts his head and grabs the gun with both hands,
pressing it harder against his own head.)
MR. CAIN: I look down that barrel and I know, I KNOW you won’t kill me.
(Mr. Abel is surprised; he tenses up.)
MR. ABEL: You don’t know SHIT!
(Mr. Abel freezes. Mr. Cain looks at the audience.)
MR. CAIN: Time to go for the throat!
(Mr. Cain looks back at Mr. Abel.)
MR. CAIN: I do know, Mr. Abel. I KNOW you have nowhere to fucking go, and here
you are, on the edge of fucking this UP! What I can give you is the only thing that
can free you from your chains, Mr. Abel, don’t you fucking get it?! How many

fuck ups does it take to get you to see the light!? This is the endgame, Mr. Abel,
and the only fucking end that your miserable, pathetic, sorry life has brought you
too. And still, you fail to realize your own fucking problem. You really expect me
to believe you’re going to kill me? You can’t do a fucking thing! You can’t do
anything, Mr. Abel. Do you know why? Because you’re lifeless. You’re a fucking
corpse. You won’t kill me, Mr. Abel, because quite frankly, your too dead inside
to do anything worth a damn…even kill.
(Mr. Abel sits back. taking the gun away from Mr. Cain’s head. He loosens up and stares
blankly, emotionless.)
MR. CAIN: (Beat.) Do you know why I bought this briefcase, Mr. Abel?
(Pointing at the briefcase)
MR. ABEL: (Beat.) I’m tired of this game.
MR. CAIN: Oh, but this is no game, Mr. Abel. Inside of this briefcase… is your way to
freedom.
(Mr. Abel stares at the briefcase.)
MR. ABEL: Open it.
MR. CAIN: Before I do. (Beat.) Remember those three questions I asked you before? I’m
going to ask you three more. Three final questions.
MR. ABEL: Bullshit. I’ve answered enough of your questions. I don’t have anything left
to tell you. I’ve told you everything you wanted to know.
MR. CAIN: Only I know the combination to the lock on this briefcase Mr. Abel, if you
kill me before answering these questions, you’ll never get what you need.
MR. ABEL: Three fucking questions. Three more fucking questions or I swear to god I’ll

kill you right now.
(Mr. Cain smiles.)
MR. CAIN: Number one -- Who do you want to be?
(Beat.)
(Mr. Abel stares at the table blankly.)
MR. ABEL: It doesn’t matter. Anyone.
(Beat.)
MR. CAIN: Number two -- Who are you?
(Beat.)
MR. ABEL: I… I don’t know anymore.
(Beat.)
MR. CAIN: Finally -- What do you want, Mr. Abel?
(A long beat.)
(Extending his arms.)
MR. ABEL: Freedom.
(Mr. Cain unlocks his briefcase. The top flips up, blocking Mr. Abel’s view of what’s
inside.)
MR. CAIN: So be it.
(Mr. Cain pulls a gun out of the briefcase…)
Quick blackout.

BLAM
End.

Ole’ Blue Fixer-Upper
Mikaela Marbot
A woman is sitting cross-legged in an empty room holding a small blue toy truck in her
hands. Her gaze is distant, looking through every person in the audience, as she begins to
speak.
Adriana: He told me that we would be okay. He told me we would have a life
together. He told me he loved me. But now he’s gone and I’m left here with the burden
of knowing I’ll never see him again. I still have the scar that forces me to remember that
what we went through wasn’t a dream. The pale pink line is all I have left of my
memories with him. Even though I can still sense the touch of his lips on mine and the
shivers his hand created as it traced through my hair, I can’t feel him. I can’t walk over
and touch him or talk to him or even call him on the phone. I can’t dial his number and
hear his voice reassuring me that he’ll return my call as soon as possible. All I can do is
trace my fingers along this jagged scar and hope that he is somewhere safe. I hope he’s in
a place full of light… he always hated the dark.
(She holds up the toy truck in her hands and shows it to the audience with pride.)
His truck is still parked behind my house. I absolutely refuse to let anyone touch
it, let alone move it. Sometimes at night, just before sunset, I go out to the truck and run
my palm across the warm metal as a cool breeze sends shivers down my spine. I never
climb inside it though. I just run my hands across the heated metal and then leave. I go
back to the house and up the steps, into the kitchen to make dinner—but I’m always
looking out the window at that blue pickup truck glinting in the dusky light. But as soon
as the light fades from the sky I close the curtains and leave the truck surrounded in
darkness. I can’t stand to see the shadows crawl across the hood and mask the blue shine
of the metal. The dark is not something I enjoy looking at.
Eventually the darkness fades and the sun reappears in the sky. I start my
mornings with a jog and I always make sure to jog around the truck and give it a loving
pat before completely beginning my day. Sometimes weeds grow up around the tires and
I have to take a few moments to clear them out. The truck has to be ready. It has to be
waiting for his return. Everything has to be just right, because someday I know he’ll
come back to me and he’ll want his truck. It has to happen.
(The woman looks down at the ground and speaks softly.)
But I’m stupid for letting myself believe in the return of a ghost. He’s not coming
back. It’s been three years since I lost him. Three long years of waiting for his return
even though I know he’s gone. I should be gone too. I don’t know how I made it out of
the truck that night…
(The woman begins to roll the toy truck in small circles on the floor in front of
her. )
The doctors said that I’m lucky to be alive. Only the lord knows how that
happened. But it’s not fair. It’s not fair that I’ve spent the last three years waiting for a
ghost to return. You know, sometimes, I think I hear the truck running. That’s why I
close the curtains at night. I don’t want to see the eerie glow of headlights passing by my
windows. I don’t want to think about the shattered headlights dully glinting in the

cracked sockets of that rusty blue pickup truck. I don’t want to remember the burst of
light that blinded me with pain. I don’t want to remember losing him.
(The woman slams the toy truck on the ground.)
Stop.
I have to stop this.
I can’t keep thinking about the accident.
I have to move on.
But how?
How do I move on when my heart tells me to wait? How do I drive away from the
pain when the truck is rusting out in the backyard? You should really see that truck. Let
me tell you. That old truck is a monster. A demon I tell ya. It’s ugly and dented and
there’s a gash stabbing right through the back of the bed. It’s like my scar, all jagged and
sharp. The windshield is shattered and the area above the driver’s seat ripples out from
where he…
(Tears begin to fall from the woman’s eyes as she picks up the toy truck and looks
at it closely).
[Whispering.] You know what, I bet he never felt it. I bet he never even knew
what happened. He didn’t see it coming, that’s for sure. He was too busy looking at me.
Too busy making sure I was okay. My stupid scream. I was yelling at him. Telling him
that I hated him. Demanding that he take me home. I told him that he was useless and I
wanted to be with someone who would actually pay attention to me instead of some
stupid old truck. I never understood his infatuation with that old blue fixer-upper. I
always thought he loved the truck more than me. I thought I had to fight for his attention.
I wanted to be loved more than the truck. That’s why I grabbed the wheel....
(The woman is overcome with tears and the rest of the sentence is just a guttural
cry. She smacks the toy truck on the ground and it loudly bounces and rolls a few feet
away from her. She reaches for it before continuing. )
[Angrily.] That stupid truck. (She grabs the toy and clutches it until her knuckles
are visibly turning white.) How he loved it. How I hated it. But now I can’t seem to get
rid of it. [Softer.] It’s all I have left of him. The only thing that reminds me of that night.
The only thing that makes me remember the pain and heartache. It’s the largest reminder
of my biggest mistake. The worst night in living history. The night I told him that I hated
him. I told him that I wanted to move on. But I really didn’t. I loved him. I still love him.
But I lost him. And I can never forget.
(The woman begins to cry again and pushes the toy truck away, to the other side
of the room. A small crash is heard as the truck smacks into the wall and bounces back.
The woman closes her eyes to her tears and fiddles with a chain that is hidden beneath
her shirt. Slowly she pulls it out and trails her finger across the silver.)
[Barely audible whisper.] But the truck isn’t even the worst reminder of losing
him. I know he loved the truck, but he loved me more. I know because they found a little
black box in his pocket. He was going to make the night perfect. I have proof.
(The woman reveals what is at the bottom of the necklace chain, a shiny
engagement ring sparkles in the shine of stage lights.)
[Crying.] He was going to make the night perfect. But I grabbed the wheel.
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Joy Slaoui is a singer/songwriter/writer from Stratford, Connecticut who is majoring in
English and minoring in Business. She hopes to graduate in May 2015 and wishes to
write and travel throughout Europe after graduation.
Brandon Theroux is an Exercise Science major from West Warwick, RI. His graduate
date in 2015.
Kyle Travis is graduating May 2014 from graduate school here at SHU. He is from
Fairfield, Connecticut and is a History and Education major.
Brian Wadsworth is a History major from Gardiner, NY. He graduates in 2014. His
essay, "An Analysis of the Veracity of Immanuel Kant's Claim That the Christian Moral
Doctrine in Neither Theological Nor Heteronomous," was the second place winner in the
Philosophy and Religious Studies Club essay contest
Matthew Wagner is a graduate student in the Master’s of Education program from
Brookhaven, New York who graduates in 2014. He is a member of the Sigma Tau Delta
International English Honor Society and the C. Donald Cook Scholar-Athlete Honor
Society. He was a member of the NCAA Division 1 outdoor track and field team, and
earned the All New England Athlete award in 2013. After college, Matthew plans to
become a full-time teacher and publish more of his writing. His work has also been
published in Horizons Volume 28 and Literary Juice in the February/March 2012 issue.

Gabrielle Washington is from Mesa, AZ. An English major, she plans to graduate in
2015.
Alanna Woodford is a Graphic Design major from Scituate, MA. She graduates in May
of 2015. She has received the Sacred Heart University Academic Scholarship and is a
member of the Sacred Heart Women’s Ice Hockey team. After graduating she hopes to be
a graphic designer in the Boston area and possibly travel.
Kimberly Woodruff is an English major from Randolph, New Jersey who graduates in
2014. She is the President of Education Club, as well as a member of Sigma Tau Delta
International English Honor Society and the Order of Omega Greek Life Honor Society.
After college, Kimberly plans to earn a master’s degree in elementary education at Sacred
Heart University. Her work has also been published in past issues of Horizons and The
Spectrum.

The Creative and Performing Arts at
Sacred Heart University
Housed in the College of Arts & Sciences and rooted in liberal arts
tradition and Catholic Intellectual Tradition, the creative and performing
arts at Sacred Heart University strive to provide each student with an
awareness of and an appreciation for the beauty and order of artistic
endeavor. The creative and performing arts inculcates an aesthetic
approach to the physical worlds of sight, sound, and space, emphasizing
not only the achievement of creativity, but the very processes that foster

those achievements. They afford students multiple opportunities to develop
their imaginations, employ their unique creative activities, discover
themselves as aesthetic beings, acquire knowledge about the world of art,
and ultimately become makers of the beauty and order they have been
taught, by their study of the creative and performing arts.
Additionally, the creative and performing arts serve to enrich the
university at large. By summoning from within all of us a response to our
spiritual and aesthetic needs, by fulfilling the desire for order felt by all, by
allowing us to indulge our mysterious sense of the beautiful, by connecting
us to the historic treasury of art, music, drama, literature, fiction, creative
non-fiction, the essay, photography, and film – in short, by teaching and
delighting, the creative and performing arts play an integral and critical role
in helping us realize fully our essential humanity.
Dedicated to the interdisciplinary and multifaceted nature of the
creative and performing arts, Horizons is a student edited journal that
showcases the talent of students (undergraduate and graduate) in writing,
art, and photography. These works strive to awaken the sensibilities, to
challenge assumptions, and to extend and encourage lively debate.
As a student edited journal, student editors are needed in poetry,
fiction and drama, creative non-fiction and the essay, art and
photography. Independent study hours are possible. For information
about becoming a student editor or submitting work to Horizons, please
contact Dr. Sandra Young, faculty editor, Department of English and
Modern Foreign Languages and Cultures.
For more information about the creative and performing arts at
Sacred Heart University, please contact the departments of Art and
Design, Communication and Media Studies, English, Music, and the
Performing Arts.

